P5J!; 


« 

V 

— n   > 

:\^- 

U  i 

C?r- 


%J^'^%J^*%J^'^J^*%J^*^l{^'%J^f'''^^ 


P       O       E       M       S, 


B     Y 


JOHN      GERRARD, 

CURATE    of   WiTHYCOMBE  IN    THE    MoOR, 

DEVON. 


^%»^%.<i^%.^>ii'%*^%*^'^^<*^iin^*^^f'^^ 


[Price  FIVE    SHILLINGS.] 


POEMS, 


B    Y 


JOHN      GERRARD, 

CURATE    of    WiTHYCOMBE  IN    THE    MoOR, 

DEVON. 


Stulta  eji  dementia  cufn  tot  ubique 


Vatibus  occurras  periturce  par  cere  char  tee —  Juv. 


LONDON: 

Printed    for    the    AUTHOR^ 

AND    SOtD    BY 

G.  KEARSLY,  at  N*  i,  Ludg  ate  St  reet. 


MDCCLXIX. 


O  F 

SUBSCRIBERS. 

A. 
T  TENRY  Arnold,  D.D.  Prebendary  of  WeUs 
-*-  -*■  Rev  Mr  Adams,  South  Perrot 
Mifs  Charlotte  Arundel,  Hay 
Mr  Arfcott,   Surgeon,  Teingmouth. 

B. 

John  Booth,  Efq;    Park 

Rev  Mr  Bean,  Stoke-fub-Hamdon 

Mrs  Bean 

Rev  Mr  Bradford,  Buckfaflleigh,  two  Copies 

Rcr 


8G:r9S4 


[   vi    ] 

Rev  Mr  Blake,    Curry  Rivil 
Samuel  Bowden,  M.  D.  Fromc 
Rev  Mr.  Baker,  Chizelborough 
Rev  Mr  Baker,   Martock 
Mr  Bryant,  Ilminfter 
Mr  Brent,  Afliburton 
Rev  Mr  Brutton,  Holne. 

C. 

Right  Hon.  Lord  Vifcount  Courtenay 

Charles  Cane,  Efq;  Topfliam 

Rev  Mr  Cox,   Crewkerne 

Rev  Mr  George  C»arwithen 

Rev  Mr  Thomas  Carmithen 

Rev  Mr  Churchvvarde 

Mr  Cookefley,  Surgeon,  Afhburton 

Mrs  Cookefley 

Mr  CJeves  Perrott 


Mr 


[  vii  ] 

Mr  James  Cornifh,  Surgeon,  Totnefs 

Mr  Cole,  Martock 

Mr  Cockey,   Afhburtoii. 

D. 

John  Dunning,  Efq;  his  Majcfty's  Sollicitor  General 
Rev  Mr  Domett,  Axminftcr 
Mr  James  Donne,  Crewkerne. 

E. 

Rev  Mr  Ewens,  Crickett 

Mr  John  Edmonds,  Afhburton 

Mr  Richard  Eales,  Afliburtoii 

Mifs  Eales 

Mr  Edwards,  Staverton. 

F. 

George  Furfdon,   Efq; 

Mr  James  Furfman,  Afliburton 

Mrs^ 


[  vlli  ] 

Mrs  La'  FaufTilIe,  Wells 

Mrs  Fifli,  Wells 

Mafter  Floud,  Exeter,  two  Copies. 

C 

Mrs  Gwin,    Ford-Abbey 
Rev  Mr  Granger,  Sowdon 
Rev  Mr  danger,  Teingmoutli 
Mr  Richard  Gould,  Wells 
Mifs  Gillard,   Brixham 
Mr  Grigg,   Bookfeller,   Exon. 

H. 

Charles  Hale,  Efq;  Ingfdon 

Mrs  Hale 

John  Harrifon,  Efq;  Wearde 

Mrs  Harrifon 

James  Hooper,  Efq;    Yeovil,  three  Copies 

William 


[ix  ] 

William  Hoddy,  Efq;  Chedington,   Dorfet 

Mrs  Howe,  Somerton 

Rev  Mr  Harris,    Hennock 

Rev  Mr  Hutton,    Nortli-Bovey 

Rev  John  Hutchins,  Brixham 

Rev  Mr  Holdfworth,   Dartmouth 

Mifs  Hayne,    Lupton 

Mr  Hutchins,   Martock 

I. 

William  Ilbert,   Efq;  of  Bowingfleigh 

Mr  Jackfon,   Exeter 

Mr  Jenkins,  Wells 

Mr  James  Johnftone,  Plymouth 

Capt  El  ford  llbcrt,  of  Kingfbridgc. 


i\fr 


Mr  Kingfton,  Dorchcfler 
Mrs  Kelley. 

L. 

John  Line,  Efq;   Lindridge 

Mrs  Line 

Rev  Mr  Lovel,  Canon  of  Wells 

Rev  Mr  Lewis,    Martock 

Lieutenant  Lewis,   Devizes 

Mr  Louis,  Exon 

Mifs  Louis,  Exon. 

M. 

John  Mofs,  Efq;  Wells 
John  Moore,  Efq;   Weft-Coker 

Rev  Mr  Marfhall,  Mafter  of  the  Free  Grammar  School,  Exon 

Rev 


[xi] 

Rev  Mr  Madge,   Afliburton 

Mr  James  Mounier,   Surgeon,  Plymouth. 

N. 

Andrew  Napier  Efq;  Thorne 

Rev  Mr  Naylor,  Vicar  of  AHiburtori 

Rev  Mr  Neyle,  Ambrook 

Mr  Newman,   Barwick 

Mr  Newberry,  Hay 

Mr  George  Nelfort 

P. 

Edward  Phelips,   Efq;    Montacute 

Henry  Powell,   Efq;   Curry  Rivil 

Rev  Francis  Potter,    Archdeacon,  Wells,   three  Copies 

Rev  Mr  Paget,   A.  M.   Vicar  of  Doulting 

Rev  Mr  Provvfe,  DawliOi 

Rev  Mr  Pain,  Canon  of  Wells 

b  2  Rlv 


[  xii  ] 

Rev  Mr  Picrfon,  Crew  kerne 

Rev  Mr  Pateh,  Mafter  of  the  Grammar-School,  Crevvkerne 

Rev  Mr  Pefter,    Crcwkerne 

Rev  Mr  Purcell,   Shcptoii-Mallet 

Mr  Pulsford,   Wells 

Mr  Penny,  Wells 

Mafler  Phillipps,   Mambrey. 

Captain  Quantock,  Norton. 

R. 

Rev  Mr  Rawlins,    Redlor  Eaft  Chinnock 
Mr  Reynolds,   Plymouth. 

S. 

Elford  Sparkc,  Efq;   Plympton 

Edward  Spry,  M.  D.  Totnefs,  two  Copies 

A  Gen- 


E  xiii  ] 

A  Gentleman  Unknown 

Mrs  Stone 

Rev  Mr  Stabback,  Exeter 

Rev  Mr  Shepherd,   Vicar,  Dean  Prior 

Mifs  Shubrick, 

Mifs  Soper  Taviftock 

Mr  Robert  Sparke,    Dartmouth. 

Mr  Searle,  Surgeon 

Mr  Savery 

Rev  Mr  Savery,  Rattery 

Rev  Mr  Southmcad,   Chagford 

Rev  Mr  Stringer,   Chard 

Mr  George  Gale  Sneiling,  Crediton, 

T. 

Peter  Taylor,    Efq;   Bircott 

Paris  Taylor,    Elq; 

Tliomas  Taylor,    Efq;    Denbury 


Rev 


Rev  Mr  Tw-yford,  Trcafurer  of  St  David's 

Rev  Mr  Taggart,   Crewkcrne 

Rev  Mr  Terry,   Redor  of  AfLprington 

Rev  Mr  Tatchcl,  Combe  St  Nicholas 

Rev  Mr  Taylor,   Manaton 

Mr  Tripe,  AfKburton,  Surgeon,  four  Copies 

Mr  Toller,  South-Petherton 

Mr  Tufon,   Wells 

Mr  Robert  Taylor,    Crewkerne 

Lieutenant  Thompfon,  Commander  of  the  TartufE 

V. 
Mr  James  Vinen,  Warminfter,  Wilts. 

W. 

Rev  Mr  Wickham,    Shepton-Mallet 

Rev  Mr  Wood 

Rev  Mr  Weftcott,   Trufham 

Mr 


[XV] 

Mr  White,   Exon 

MrWhitelv,  Merriott 

Mr  Winter,  Stoke-fub-Hamdon. 

Y. 

John  Yarde,  Efq;  Churfton  Court 
Rev  Mr  Yarde,  Redor  of  Dartington. 


THK 


r  7/.  'i 


/ 


JitkO  rioiiir;ii^   jplH   pL"/:' 


iS. 


[  xvii  ] 


'  I  ^  H  E  Author  would  think  himfelf  wanting  in  grati- 
•*•  tude,  fliould  he  omit  this  opportunity  of  returning 
his  fincere  Thanks  to  his  Subfcribers.  Few  as  they  are, 
he  is  but  too  fenfible  how  greatly  they  out-number  his 
deferts.  As  he  cannot  but  confider  their  Contributions 
intended  more  out  of  goodnefs  to  himfelf,  than  regard  for 
his  pieces,  any  apology  for  their  imperfedions  to  Them 
mud  be  unpleaiing. 

But  though  a  fenfe  of  generofity  fhould  content  the 
Subfcribcry  the  Reader  he  fears  will  be  greatly  difappointed. 
And  however  he  may  ftand  impeached  in  his  judgment, 
has  only  to  alledge,  that  thefe  attempts  were  chiefly  made 
under  the  indulgence  of  no  other  motive,  than  that  of  his 
own  puerile  amufement. 

e  Confcious 
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Confcious  of  his  infufficiency,  he  expeds  not  the  voice 
of  the  impartial,  and  therefore  only  prefumes  to  folicit 
the  candid  ;  and  befpeak  fome  allowance  for  the  forward 
attempts  of  imfcperknced years  and  unmellowed  judgment. 
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INTRO- 


INTRODUCTION. 

The    EAGLE    and    D  O  V  E: 

A     FABLE. 


/f^S^^"^'  N  EAGLE  of  maieftic  fize, 

>5(>     A     iy^  Was  tow'ring  up  the  lofty  fkics ; 

F'-M^d^v^  Amidft  the  fun's  intenfcft  rays 

He  fbar'd,  and  wanton'd  in  the  blaze. 
There  triumph'd  in  aerial  height, 
That  fcem'd  to  mock  purfuing  fight. 


A  DovF,    that  from  an  Jiunil^le  fpray, 
In  murmurs  coo'd  her  plaintive  lay, 

B  Whcr 


[  o 

who  faw  what  time  the  monarch  rofc. 
From  the  high  rock  of  his  repofc, 
Invited  by  the  call  of  fpring, 
Afiliy'd  to  try  her  tender  wing ; 
On  fofter  plumes  fhe  gently  flies. 
And  hovers  in  inferior  fkies. 

The  EAGLE,  from  his  fervid  reign 
Ey'd  her  low  progrefs  with  difdain  ; 
Then  ftoop'd  his  envy  to  exprefs, 
And  vent  his  Ipleen  in  this  addrefs. 

"  Vain  thing,  that  with  an  empty  pride, 
Mimic'ft  what  nature  has  deny'd. 
Can  thy  weak  wings  with  mine  compare. 
Thus  foar,   and  beat  the  clofing   air  ? 
Say,  can'ft  thou  mount  my  rapid  way, 
And  bear  the  fiercer  fcorch  of  day  ?— » 


Nor 
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Nor  think,  rafh  bird,  to  rival  me, 
With  fhallow  flights  from  tree  to  tree  ; 
But  learn  how  fruitlefs  the  intent, 
Which  wifer  nature  never  meant." 

The  DOVE  replies  "  your  fplcen  w^ere  due. 
Did  I  prefume  to  rival  You ; 
But  where's  the  crime  I  fain  would  know, 
For  me  to  wing  my  flights  below  ? — 
Let  not  the  fov'reign  of  the  fky, 
Regard  me  with  indignant  eye. 
Your  founding  wings  were  form'd  to  foar, 
Mine  but  inferior  heights  explore ; 
Yet  ftill  the  fame  great  pow'r  above 
Made  thee  an  eagle,  me  a  dove." 


B2  LEANDER. 


[4] 

L     E     A     N     D     E     R. 

A     PASTORAL. 

"dXurt  Tov  >ta^ov  avJga,  cvmXictv  jegov  tlios.  BlON. 

T)  E NEATH  a  iLade  with  darkfomc  ivys  hung^ 

•^"^   Dejeded  myra  loft  leander  fung; 

The  triicft  fwain  that  ever  wak'd  the  morn. 

The  faireft  damfel  fhe,  the  moft  forlorn. 

While  thus  fhe  fung  as  rifing  grief  infpir'd. 

The  fetting  fun  grew  paler  and  retir'd : 

The  flocks  forgot  to  feed,  the  nightingale 

Sat  fixt  in  iilence  at  the  mournful  talc. 

Lay  by,  ye  fields,  your  purple  robes,   fhe  cry'd. 
And  mourn,  ye  flocks,  no  more  your  fhepherds  pride  f 

Forbear 
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Forbear,  ye  thorns,  to  fpread  your  whitening  fprays, 

Nor,  feather'd  fongflers,  tune  your  artlefs  lays ; 

No  more,  ye  rofes,  o'er  the  verdure  bloom, 

Nor,  od'rous  woodbines,  breathe  your  chafte  perfume ; 

But  funk  in  grief  let  mourning  nature  lie, 

And  fpring's  foft  feafon  fade  away  and  die ! 

Leander  is  no  more thou  winding  ftream, 

In  plaintive  murmurs  tell  the  folemn  theme ; 

Till  grateful  ecchoes  from  thy  banks  arifc. 

And  whifp'ring  willows  load  the  ftream  with  fighs. 

Come,  frozen  winter,   from  the  northern  main, 
Approach  in  tempefts,  and  deform  tlic  plain. 
No  more  leander  wakes  the  jocund  fpring, 
And  fhews  the  lift'ning  throftles  how  to  fing ; 
No  more  his  fleecy  folds  the  fhcpherd  leads, 
To  cooling  fountains,  and  luxuriant  meads. 


Ah 
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Ah  haplefs  flocks !  your  widovv'd  fate  deplore 
Leander  breathes,  ye  haplefs  flocks,  no  more! 

Ye  tuneful  flicphcrds,  ccafe  your  gladfome  ftrains, 
A  nd  fcatter  fllence  round  the  faded  plains ! 
No  more,  ye  fportive  nymphs,  foft  dances  lead, 
And  trip  in  mirthful  meafurcs  round  the  mead. 

Hufli'd  every  joy nor  load,  ye  feftive  throng, 

The  pole  with  garlands,  or  the  May  with  fong. 
For  ah!  no  more  the  peerlefs  fhepherd  draws. 
Their  fouls  from  virgins  and  from  crowds  applaufe ; 
For  ah !   the  cold  relentlefs  grave  contains. 
The  pride  of  damfels,  and  the  prince  of  fwains  1 

Deferted  myra!  —  why,  ye  envious  powVs, 
Ah  why  bereft  of  all  her  blisful  hours  ? 
Why  left  amidfl:  the  folitary  grove, 
To  mourn  the  fliepherd,  and  bewail  the  love  ? 

Oloft 
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O  loft  leander!  —  when  I  ceafe  to  grieve, 
When  thefe  worn  eye-lids  fteal  one  fhort  reprieve ; 
When  my  fond  heart  obliterates  thy  name, 
Or  bofom  feeds  not  her  ill-fated  flame; 
The  tender  turtle  fhall  forget  to  mourn, 
And  to  their  parent  fpring  yon  ftreams  return. 

Untimely  youth! — in  vain  I  hop'd  to  fee. 
My  warmeft  wilhes  realiz'd  in  thee ; 
With  thee  in  nuptial  bands  one  blifs  to  fliarc, 
Cheer'd  by  one  plcafure,  cherifhing  one  care. 
At  morn  and  eve  the  flowery  fields  to  rove, 
And  fhame  the  feather'd  pairs  with  truer  love ; 
Together,  ftill  our  thriving  flocks  to  tend, 
Together,  through  life's  fummcr-day  defcend  ; 
But  now  hard  fate  has  taught  me  to  complain, 
That  all  my  wiflics,  hopes,  and  love  were  vain. 

Return, 
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Return,   yc  hours,  return  to  fruitlcfs  thought, 
When  firft  my  fylvan  fliade  the  fliephcrd  fought; 
For  nie  his  hand  the  fledgelefs  dove  betray'd, 
And  to  my  lap  the  thorn's  firft  blovvth  convey'd; 
When  firft  his  fpeaking  looks  furvey'd  my  charms, 
And  filent  longings  woo'd  me  to  his  arms : 
Till  melted  by  his  fmiles,  without  difguife 
My  foul  took  wing,  and  flew  into  his  eyes. 
When  touch'd  with  tranfports  not  to  be  exprefl, 
He  flung  the  darker  lillies  from  my  breaft; 
Bade  them  go  whiten  in  December's  fnows, 
And  for  my  brighter  clieek  reproach'd  the  rofe. 
Ah  why  in  vows  did  he  exhauft  his  breath, 
Unfelt  by  pity,  and  o'erheard  by  death. 

So,  while  the  genial  fun  revives  the  plains, 
Two  tender  linnets  vow  in  mutual  flrains ; 

Beneath 
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Beneath  the  fowler's  aim  the  lover  dies, 
The  love,  like  myra  waftcs  her  life  in  fighs. 

My  form  how  faded  by  abortive  care, 
Yon  limpid  ftreams  with  artlefs  truth  declare. 
In  vain  to  me  the  eaftern  blufhes  rife. 
Or  waining  eve  with  gold  o'erftreaks  the  flcies : 
In  vain  for  me  health  haunts  the  chryftal  fpring. 
And  Zephyrs  o'er  my  cheeks  their  rofes  fling ; 
No  funs,  no  breezes  fhall  my  bloom  reftore, 
And  op'ning  morn  revive  my  foul  no  more ! 

Adieu !  ye  lift'ning  flocks !  ye  weeping  flow'rs  I 
Ye  fading  verdures!  and  ye  fllent  bow'rs ! 
Ye  murm'ring  ftreams,  no  more  my  forrows  tell, 
Adieu  ye  nymphs !  and  all  the  world  farewell ! 


Thus 
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Thus  wail'd  the  haplefs  maiden  —  but  in  vain 
She  ftrove  to  quench  her  forrows  in  the  drain. 
Till  from  the  eaftern  main  fair  cynthia  rofe, 
And  dewy  {lumbers  flole  her  from  lier  woes. 

The    ADDRESS    to   the    S  U  N, 

In  the  Carthon  of  O  S  S  I  A  N 
VERSIFIED. 

^"^  Thou  that  roll'ft  o'er  yon  ethereal  field, 
^^    Round  and  refplendent  as  my  father's  fhield  f 
Whence  are  thy  beams  with  dazzling  luftre  bright  ? 
Thou  great  diffufer  of  eternal  light ! — 
Thou  traveirfl:  forth  in  awful  fmiles  array'd, 
And  the  dim  ftars  fhrink  in  the  azure  fhade ! 
The  fickly  moon  depriv'd  of  all  her  fires, 
Shiv'ring  beneath  the  weftern  wave  retires  j 

But 
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But  thou  enwrapt  in  glories  all  thy  own, 

Unrivall'd  trcad'ft  the  kindlino;  {kies  alone ! 

The  knotted  oaks  by  length  of  years  decay, 

And  mould'ring  mountains  drop  to  duft  away; 

By  feafon's  fway'd,   old  Ocean  fhrinks  and  grows, 

And  the  fair  moon  her  ftatcd  changes  knows ; 

But  thou  to  everlafting  years  art  bright, 

The  conflant  author  of  perpetual  light. 

When  the  dim  landfcape  mourns  beneath  the  fliow'rs, 

When   thunder  rolls,  and  forky  lightning  pours. 

Serene  thou  Icok'fl,  unalter'd  in  thy  form 

To  brave  the  tempeft  and  deride  the  ftorm  — 

But  ah !   in  vain  to  me  thy  glories  ftrcam, 

No  more  thy  ossian  fees  the  gladfome  beam. 

Whether  in  eaftcrn  fkies  thy  treflcs  flow. 

And  flream  with  gold,   as  wanton  breezes  blow ; 

Or   on  meridian  wings  thou  foar'fl:  elate. 

Or  faintly  trcmbleft  at  the  wcftcrn  gate!  — 

C  2  But 


[.2] 

But  yet,  fucceeding  times  a  change  may  fee 
Yet,  may  thy  vig'rous  orb  be  dim  like  mc. 
Then  o'er  thy  cloud-capt  head  foft  flecp  (hall  fall^ 
No  more  to  hear  the  morning's  breezy  call !  — 
O  then  to  joy,  thy  youthful  years  incline, 
E're  the  dim  eye  of  feeble  age  be  thine. 
Age  fightlefs  as  the  moon  when  darknefs  fhrowds 
Her  waining  beauties  in  involving  clouds. 
When  o'er  th'  unfettled  hills  blue  mift  remains,. 
And  northern  tempefts  howl  along  the  plains ; 
When  the  faint  trav'ller  in  the  doubtful  night, 
Shrinks  at  the  blaft,  and  mourns  the  faded  light. 


AMINTA. 


[   ^3  ] 

A     M     I     N     T     A. 

AN       ELEGY. 

Flete  jneafHy  fylvce^  diUBaque  rura,  puellam 

No?!  iternfn  tenero^  rura^  terenda  pede  !         R  el  and. 

A    N  o'ergrown  wood  my  vvand'ring  ftcps  invade. 
With  furface  mantled  in  untrodden  fnow ; 
Dire  haunt,  for  none  but  favage  monfters  made, 
Where  frofts  defcend,   and  hovvHng  tempefts  blow. 

Here,  from  tlie  fearch  of  bufy  mortals  ftray'd, 
My  woe- worn  foul  fhall  hug  her  galling  chain : 

For  fure,  no  forefl:  boafts  too  deep  a  (hade. 
No  haunt  too  wild  for  mifery  to  remain. 

O  my  aminta!  dear  diftradling  name  I 

Late  all  my  comfort,   all  my  fond  delight; 

Still  writhes  my  foul  beneath  it's  tort'ring  flame, 
Sill  thy  pale  image  fills  my  aching  fight  I 

When 
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When  fhall  vain  mem*ry  {lumber  o'er  her  woes? 

When  to  oblivion  be  her  talc  refifrn'd? 
When  fhall  this  fatal  form  in  death  repofc, 

Like  thine,  fair  vidtim  to  the  duft  confign'd? 

Again  the  accents  faulter  on  my  tongue ; 

Again  to  tear  the  confcious  tear  fucceeds ; 
From  fharp  refledlion  is  the  dagger  fprung, 

And  nature,  wounded  to  the  center,  bleeds. 

Ye  bitter  fkies!  upon  the  tale  dcfcend 

Ye  blafts!  tho'  rude  your  vifits,  lend  an  ear — 

Around,  ye  gentler  oaks,  your  branches  bend, 
And,   as  ye  liiten,  drop  an  icy  tear. 

'Twas  when  the  ftep  with  confcious  pleafure  roves. 
Where  round  the  fhades  the  circling  woodbines  throng; 

When  Flora  wantons  o'er  th'  enamel'd  croves. 
And  feather'd  choirs  indulge  the  am'rous  fong. 

Infpir'd 
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Infpir'd  by  duteous  love,  I  fondly  ftray'd, 
Two  milk  white. doves  officious  to  cnfnare: 

Beneath  a  iilcnt  thicket  as  they  play'd, 
A  grateful  prefent  for  my  fofter  fair. 

But  ah !  in  fmiles  no  more  they  met  my  fight, 
Their  ruffled  heads  lay  gafping  on  the  ground : 

Where  (my  dire  emblem)  a  rapacious  Kite, 

Tore  their  foft  limbs,  and  flrew'd  their  plumes  around. 

The  tear  of  pity  ftole  into  my  eye  ; 

While  ruder  paflions  in  their  turn  fucceed; 
Forbid  the  vidlims  unreveng'd  to  die, 

And  doom  the  author  of  their  wrongs  to  bleed. 

With  hafty  ftcp,   cnrag'd,   I  homewards  ran, 

(Curfe  on  my  fpeed!)  th'  unerring  tube  I  brought. 

That  fatal  hour  my  date  of  woe  began. 

Too  fliarp  to  tell  —  too  horrible  for  thought — 

Dififtrous 
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Difaftrous  deed  ! — irrevocable  ill !  — 

How  fliall  I  tell  the  anguifli  of  my  Fate  f 

Teach  me,  remorfclefs  monfters,  not  to  feci, 
Inftrud:  me,  friends,  and  furies  to  relate  ! 

Wrathful  behind  the  guilty  fhade  I  ftole, 

I  rais'd  the  tube  —  the  clam'rous  woods  refound  — 

Too  late  1  faw  the  idol  of  my  foul 

Struck  by  my  aim,  fall  fhrieking  to  the  ground  ! 

No  other  blifs  her  foul  allow'd  but  me ; 

(Haplefs  the  pair  that  thus  indulgent  prove) 
She  fought  concealment  from  a  fhady  tree, 

In  amorous  filence  to  obferve  her  love. 

I  ran  —  but  oh !   too  foon  I  found  it  true !  — 

From  her  ftain'd  breaft  life's  crimfon  ftream'd  apace  — 

From  her  wan  eyes  the  fparkling  luftres  flew — 
The  fhort-liv'd  rofes  faded  from  her  face  I 

Gods  I 
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Gods ! — could  I  bear  that  fond  reproachful  look, 
That  ftrove  her  peerlefs  innocence  to  plead ! — 

But  partial  death  awhile  her  tongue  forfook, 
To  fave  a  wretch  that  doom'd  himfelf  to  bleed. 

While  I  diftraftcd  prefs'd  her  in  my  arms, 
And  fondly  ftrove  t'imbibe  her  lateft  breath ; 

"  O  fpare,  rafh  love,  fhe  cry'd,   thy  fatal  charms, 
"  Nor  fcek  cold  fhclter  in  the  arms  of  death. 


*  Content  beneath  thy  erring  hand  1  die. 
"  Our  fates  grew  envious  of  a  blifs  fo  true; 
Then  urge  not  thy  diftrefs  when  low  I  lie, 
"  But  in  this  breath  receive  my  lafl:  adieu  ! — 
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No  more  fhe  fpakc,    but  droop'd  her  lilly  head  ! 

In  death  fhe  ficken'd — breathlefs — haggard — pale — 
While  all  my  inmoll;  foul  with  horror  bled, 

And  afk'd  kind  \'engcance  from  the  pafilng  gale. 

D  Where 
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Where  jflept  your  bolts,   ye  ling'ring  light'nings  fay ; 

Why  riv'd  ye  not  this  felf-condemned  breaft  ?— 
Or  why,  too  pafllve  earth,  didfl:  thou  delay, 

To  ftretch  thy  jaws,  and  crufK  me  into  reft  ?■— 

Low  in  the  dufi:  the  beauteous  corfe  I  plac'd, 
Bcdew'd  and  foft  with  many  a  falling  tear ; 

With  fable  yew  the  riling  turf  I  grac'd, 

And  bade  the  cyprefs  mourn  in  filence  near. 

Oft  as  bright  morn's  all-fearching  eye  returns, 
Full  to  my  view  the  fatal  fpot  is  brought  j 

Thro'  fleeplefs  night  my  haunted  fpirit  mourns, 
No  gloom  can  hide  me  from  diftradling  thought. 

When,  fpotlefs  vi6lim,  fhall  my  form  decay  ? 
This  guilty  load,  fay,  when  fhall  I  refign  ? 
When  fhall  my  fpirit  wing  her  chearlefs  way. 
And  my  cold  corfe  lie  treafur'd  up  with  thine  ? 

PETHERTON-- 


PETHERTON-BRIDGE, 

AN       ELEGY. 

Infcribed  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  BEAN,  of  Stoke-fub-Hamdon, 

Somerfet. 

Tradition  holds,  that  the  Cataftrophe  alluded  to  in  the  fol- 
lowing Elegy,  happened  about  two  Centuries  ago;  of 
which  the  Sculpture  is  yet  to  be  feen,  at  the  above-men- 
tioned Bridge,  near  South-Petherton,  Somerfet. 

y'^  Bean  !  whofe  fond  connubial  days, 
^^      A  beauteous  infant-race  attend ; 
Say,  wilt  thou  once  more  aid  my  lays, 
And  join  the  patron  to  the  friend  ? 

D  2  But 
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But  not  o'er  bright  Aonian  plains, 
Enraptur'd  as  we  us'd  to  roam : 

The  mufe  each  joyous  thought  reftrains, 
And  calls  her  winor'd  ideas  home. 

o 

The  wedded  pair  for  children  pray ; 

They  come — fair  bleflings  from  the  fkies 
What  raptures  gild  the  halcyon  day  I 

What  joys  in  diftant  azure  rife  1 

But  ah !  enamour'd  as  they  view 
The  fmiling,   hopeful,   infant-train, 

Unfeen,  misfortune  marks  his  due, 

Unheard,  he  threats  the  heart  with  pain. 

Had  fad  difafter  ne'er  enfnar'd 

The  foft,  the  innocent  and  young, 

The  tender  mufe  had  gladly  fpar'd 
The  little  heroes  of  her  fong. 


See'ft 
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See'ft  thou  the  Hmpid  current  glide 

Beneath  yon  bridge,  my  haplefs  theme, 

Where  brambles  fringe  its  verdant  fide, 
And  willows  tremble  o'er  the  flream? 

From  PETHERTON  it  takes  its  name. 

From  whence  two  fmiling  infants  ftray'd 

Led  by  the  ftream  they  hither  came. 
And  on  the  flow'ry  margin  play'd. 

Sweet  viftims !   muft  your  fhort-liv'd  day 
So  foon  extinguifh  in  the  wave  ; 

And  point  the  fetting  fun  his  way, 

That  glimmer'd  o'er  your  wat'ry  grave  1 

As  each  by  child idi  fancy  led, 

Cropt  the  broad  daifies  as  they  fprung; 
Lay  ftrctch'd  along  the  verdant  bed. 

And  fwcctly  ply'd  the  Hfping  tongue; 


Lol 


Lo  !  from  the  fpray-deferted  fleep. 
Where  either  way  the  twigs  divide, 

The  one  roll'd  headlong  to  the  deep, 
And  plung'd  beneath  the  clofing  tide. 

The  other  faw,  and  from  the  land, 
(While  nature  imag'd  ftrangc  diftrefs) 

Strctch'd  o'er  the  brink  his  little  hand. 
The  fruitlefs  fignal  of  redrefs. 

The  offer'd  pledge,  without  delay. 
The  ftrugling  victim  rofe  and  caught; 

But  ah !  in  vain — their  fatal  way. 

They  both  defcended  fwift  as  thought. 

Short  was  the  wave-oppreffing  fpace ; 

Convuls'd  with  pains  too  fharp  to  bear, 
Their  lives  dillblv'd  in  one  embrace ; 
i     Their  mingled  Ibuls  ilew  up  in  air. 


Lo! 
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Lo !  there  yon  time-  worn  fculpture  fhews 
The  fad  the  melancholy  truth ; 

What  pangs  the  tortur'd  parent  knows, 
What  fnares  await  defencelefs  youth. 

Here,  not  to  fympathy  unknown, 
Full  oft  the  fad  mufe  wand'ring  near. 

Bends  filent  o'er  the  moffy  ftone, 
And  wets  it  with  a  willing  tear. 


The 
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The  Clofe  of   the    TWO    ARMIES, 

In  the  Firft  Book  of  F  I  N  G  A  L, 
VERSIFIED. 

A    S  when  autumnal  fkics  difcharge  the  fliow'r, 
■^  -^   From  either  hills  the  gufhing  torrents  pour  ; 
So  rag'd  the  hofts — and  terrible  to  view, 
With  front  to  front  the  nodding  fquadrons  drew  ! 
As  two  impetuous  ftreams  enlarg'd  with  rains, 
Burft  from  fome  fteep,  and  mingle  on  the  plains ; 
So  rough  and  loud  on  direful  flaughter  fet, 
Erin's  tall  fons  and  hardy  lochlin  met. 
Chief  ftrove  with  chief,  with  heroes  heroes  vie  ; 
Steel  founds  on  ftcel,  and  helms  arc  cleft  on  high. 
Life's  crimfon  torrent  foams  upon  the  ground  ; 
From  quiv'ring  bows  the  leaping  arrows  bound ; 

Spears, 
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Spears,  rufliing  Into  air,  like  meteors   fly. 
With  glowing  vengeance  thro'  the  yielding  fky. 

As  wak'd  by  tempefts  ocean  roars  around, 
Or  Heav'ns  dread  thunder  fliakes  the  world  with  found  ; 
Not  with  lefs  noife  the  mingling  flght  began. 
And  dauntlefs  ardors  flew  from  man  to  man. 
Could  coRMAc's  hundred  bards  their  ftrains  prolong. 
Each  lift  his  voice,   and  give  to  fame  the  fong  ; 
Yet  vain  the   found,  and  fruitlcfs  were  the  breath 
To  count  the  endlefs  ravages  of  death. 
For  hofl:s  unnumber'd  fhed  their  vital  blood, 
And  wide  and  dreadful  roll'd   the  crimfon  flood. 

O  touch,  ye  bards,  the  fy mpathizing  ftrain, 
For  brave  sithallin  ftrctch'd  upon  the  plain. 
Convey,  ye  winds,   Fiona's  virgin  fighs. 
O'er  the  dark  heath  where  ardan's  tovv'rs  arife. 
Peaceful  as  hinds,   lo  !   both  rcfign'd  their  breath. 
As  swaran  qucnch'd  their  mutual  loves  in  death. 

E  When 
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When  fii'M  with  rage  he  hail'd  the  growing  fight> 
As  howls  the  ftorm  on  gormal's  tow'ring  height; 
As  fmiles  feme  ghoft  upon  the  wint'ry  fhore^ 
When  the  pale  failor  finks  to  fwim  no  more» 

Nor  could  inglorious  ileep  thy  hand  beguile,. 
*  Puiffant  monarch  of  the  mifty  ifle; 
In  floods  of  gore  thy  thirfty  fvvord  was  drown' dy 
And  hoftile  heroes  bath'd  th'  infanguin'd  grounds 
Refiftlefs  flew  thy  fword ;   as  when  from  high. 
Beneath  Heav'ns  awful  bolts  the  people  die  : 
Thro'  the  lone  vale,  when  ruin  marks  the  ground. 
And  hills  in  fulph'ry  vengeance  burn  around — 
•f  Drusonnal  fnorted  on  the  heaps  of  flain, 
•f  Sipadda's  hoof  was  purpled  on  the  plain; 
Breathlefs  behind  their  feet  whole  armies  lay, 
As  cromla's  proftrate  groves  are  torn  away  ; 

■  ■  ■  .....  M      I        I         1    I  II  I      I     ■    ■ 

*  CuchuUin.  +  Two  of  CuchuUin's  horfes. 

Wbe» 
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When  wrathful  ghofts  of  night's  terrific  reign, 

Grafp  their  tall  heads,  and  ftrew  them  round  the  plain. 

Difaftrous  maid!  on  Orkney's  rocky  fliore, 
Weep  to  the  tempeft,  to  the  winds  deplore. 
O'er  the  wide  waves,   fad  nymph,  lament  aloud. 
Fair  as  the  noon-tide  phantom  of  a  cloud. 
See,  cold  in  death,   by  semo's  hand  recline 
The  lover,  hero,  friend,  no  longer  thine ! 
No  more  Ihall  valour  clap  her  faithlefs  wings, 
And  give  his  beauties  to  the  fvvord  of  kings  j 
For  low  in  duft  the  blooming  vi6lim  lies. 
And  endlefs  flumbcrs  feal  his  heavy  eyes. 
See,  on  yon  cloud  liis  dogs  their  maftcr  find, 
Purfue  in  vain,  and  howl  at  empty  wind ! 
His  flacken'd  bow  hangs  ufelcfs  on  the  wall, 
No  heaths  are  echoing  to  the  hunters  call. 

E   2  Thi 
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The  PARLEY    with  SICKNESS. 

A       T     A     L     E. 

Na?ti  pro  jucundis  aptiffwia  qiiceque  dabimt  Dii 

Charior  eji  illis  homo  qua?n  Jibi  Juv. 

^1 1 L  E  N  T  I  fat  revolving  o'^er, 
^^^  An  heap  of  old  poetic  lore, 

By  vv'ant  condemn'd  to  write  ; 
When  lo  !  a  fpedtre,  haggard,  pale. 
As  ever  liv'd  in  old  wives  tale, 

Approach'd  my  wond'ring  fights 

I  fhook  and  ftar'd  —  "  Pray,  friend  he  cries. 
Let  not  my  vifit  give  furprize, 
Compofe  thy  needlefs  fears  ; 


We 
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We  fliall  be  better  known  in  time  ; 
When  health's  robuft  and  rofy  prime, 
Yields  to  the  weight  of  years. 

My  name  is  sickness — this  the  hour, 
To  make  thee  feel  that  fov'reign  povv'r. 

Which  all  mankind  muft  own; 
To  teach  thee  that  frail  life  contains. 
No  lafting  blifs  exempt  from  pains, 

No  joy  without  a  groan." 

With  quiv'ring  lip  and  heart-felt  figh, 
I  heard  him  out — *'  Ah  friend,"   cry'd  I, 

"  Pray  call  another  time. 
My  work  at  prcfent  is  intenfe ; 
My  lab'ring  brain  is  rack'd  for  fenfe, 

My  aching  head  for  rhyme." 


<( 


The 
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**  The  more  my  need,"  the  phantom  faid, 
"  To  drive  thofe  megrims  from  thy  head ; 

For  rhyme  and  I  are  foes." 
^*  True,"  anfwer'd  I,  "  but  pray  attend, 
And  calmly  hear  me  to  the  end. 

More  arguments  difclofe. 

With  ftudy  I  am  lean  and  pale  ; 

Go  triumph  o'er  the  plump  and  hale, 

More  honour  fhalt  thou  gain  : 
Befidcs,  my  friend,  and  what  is  worfe. 
My  ftrait  affairs  and  empty  purfe. 

Cannot  the  war  fuftain. 

But,  not  to  make  the  matter  long, 
Come  when  I'm  wealthy,  plump  and  ftrong ; 
Then  fhalt  thou  play  thy  part"— 

He 
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He  ftudied  long — at  length  he  cry'd, 
*'  Come  then  we'll  thus  the  caufe  decide  ; 
I'll  ftay  with  all  my  heart* 

You  know  the  bargain — what  and  where> 

When  you  are  healthy,  rich  and  fair- 
Remember  what  you  lay  ; 

Your  profp'rous  fate  I'll  foon  purfue  ; 

So  for  the  prefent,  friend,  adieu.'* 
He  faid — and  limp'd  away. 

''  Adieu  to  thee — perhaps  for  ever- 
Shrewd  fhould  he  be,  wcll-learn'd,  and  clever. 
That  meddles  with  edge-tools. 

*  When  I  am  fair' — a  likely  thought  I 

*  When  I  am  rich' — go,  filly  doat. 

And  learn  to  bugbear  fools." 


Now 
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Now  who  had  murmur'd  at  his  fate, 
That  held  a  large  and  fole  eftate 

On  this  dependent  charter  ? 
For  where  the  mufes  haunt  the  brain, 
There  poverty,  with  meagre  train, 

Is  feldom  found  a  ftarter. 

Well,  as  it  was,  for  many  a  year, 
No  doubt  had  I,  furmife,  or  fear  ; 

Poor,  meager  as  church  moufe. 
From  fancy  my  tormenter  fled; 
Nor  once  in  thought  uprear'd  his  head, 

Within  my  empty  houfe. 

Ah  ! — with  what  face  can  I  rehearfe 
A  change,  that  with  no  fon  of  verfe 
Can  ever  credit  gain,; 
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As  well  I  might  expert  to  find, 
An  infpiration  in  each  wind, 
An  epic  in  each  brain. 

For  I,  at  length,  grew  rich  and  great ; 
Pale  want  fuftain'd  a  full  defeat ; 

Each  fenfe  of  hunger  fled  ; 
Wealth  came  unfought  on  fortune's  wing 
For  no  fych  pallas's  could  fpring 

From  my  infertile  head. 

A  rich  old  mifer,   in  a  whim, 
Bequcath'd  to  death  each  palfied  limb, 

To  me  each  large  eftate. 
Soon  turtle,  ven'fon,  and  all  tliat, 
•Made  me  as  plump,   as  fniooth  and  fat, 

As  any  mayor  of  flatc. 

F  And 
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And  as  one  night  with  careful  eye, 
To  let  tand  leafc,  not  veifify, 

I  penn'd  the  cautious  paper  ; 
Again  my  quondam  friend  appears, 
And  turn'd  my  face  with  pining  fears 

Blue  as  the  fading  taper. 

<*  And  haft  thou  found  me,  O  my  foe  ? 
•  Punctual  thy  vifits  to  beftow, 

Thou  cruel  dun,"  I  cry'd. 
«  Cruel  r  fay'd  he—"  If  I'm  unjuft. 
To  thy  own  memory  I'll  trufl:, 

By  which  thou  fhalt  abide." 

"  Mem'ry  ?"  cry'd  I — why  harkee  friend, 
On  thy  own  judgment  I'll  depend. 

As  thou  art  Heav'ns  own  fcourge ; 


Confult 
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Confult  the  bible ;  there  thou'lt  find, 
Only  where  fin  has  cloy'd  the  mind, 
Comes  Sicknefs  as  a  purge. 

And  wou'dfl  thou  violate  the  laws 
Of  fov'reign  Heav'n,   meerly  becaufe 

I  out  of  fear  confented  ? 
Had  Providence  been  in  thy  place, 
E'en  he  had  dropt  th'  unworthy  cafe, 

And  candidly  relented. 

What  crime  woud'ft  thou  torment  me  for  ? 
At  firft,   becaufe  my  ftate  was  poor  ; 

And  now  becaufe  I'm  wealthy  ? 
If  Heav'n  for  ends  unknown  to  us; 
Is  pleas'd  to  conflitutc  me  thus, 

Muft  I  be  thence  unhealthy  ? 

F  2  To 
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To  fay  you're  fcnt  by  Heav'n,  forbear  j 
For  fure  no  miniftcrs  are  there, 

To  bribe  the  ear  of  kings ; 
No  magna  charta  of  an  hour. 
Star-chambers  with  no  unjuft  power  j 

Hence  dart  their  fcorpion  flings. 

I  therefore  fue  to  Heav'ns  own  laws, 
Dunning  fhall  vindicate  my  caufe^ 

Dunning,  whofe  pow'rful  breath 
Can  the  wild  rage  of  fiends  controul  ^ 
And  even  plant  a  feeling  foul^ 

In  cold  relentlefs  death. 

At  this,   the  ghoft  with  looks  profound", 
And  v/an  eyes  fixt  upon  the  ground 
Long  flood — at  length  he  cries  : 


"  So,, 
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**  So,  by  your  fage  fophiftic  rules. 
In  common  with  deluded  fools 
I'm  jockey'd  of  my  prize." 

"  Not  fo"  cry'd  I,  "  and  here,  O  Sicknefs  I 
1  fwear,  by  this  hand's  flefhy  thicknefs. 

To  give  remonftrance  o'er. 
And  when  I'm  linful,  and  deferve 
The  lafli  of  laws,  which  now  I  fcrve,. 

I'll  never  balk  thee  more." 

"  Well,  well,"  faid  he  "  once  more  I  go 
But  deem  me  not  a  lawlefs  foe,. 

If  foon  again  I  call. 
"  No,  no,"  cry'd  I,  with  looks  of  glee, 
And  fcornful  fneer  of  victory, 

"■  I  fear  no  future  fall." 


The 
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The  mind  of  man  who  truly  knows  ? 
What  curious  microfcopcs  difclofe 

The  embrios  of  his  care  ? 
What  feeds  of  guilt  his  wants  may  foil, 
That  only  need  a  richer  foil 

To  germinate  in  air. 

This  was  my  cafe — pamper'd  and  full, 
E'en  virtue  taftelefs  grew  and  dull  j 

My  vices  drew  me  o'er ; 
For  fure,  faid  I,  one  darling  fin. 
Should  old  friend  bare-bones  yet  ftep  in, 

Is  worth  of  pains  a  fcore. 

You'll  credit  me,  ye  fons  of  ftate, 
If  I  with  certainty  relate, 

A  full  month  was  not  paft 


E'er 
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E'er  once  again  old  Care  appear'd ; 
Struck  with  remorfe,  no  more  I  ftirr'd, 
But  to  propofe  my  laft. 

My  purfe  I  offer'd,   but  in  vainj 

No  gold  he  cry'd  fhall  eafe  thy  pain; 

Now  feel  my  heavicft  blow. 
Now  fhall  my  phyiic  fearch  each  pore. 
Till  thou  art  meager  as  before ; 

He  faid — and  laid  me  low. 


LAC- 
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LACTAREA; 

Or,   the  FORSAKEN  DAMSEL. 

A    MODERN    BUCOLIC. 

'^  y  '^  H  E  fetting  fun  his  languid  beams  withdrew, 

"■"      And  dufky  ev'ning  dim'd  the  fylvan  view, 
When  fad  l  act  a  re  a  left  her  houfhold  care, 
To  breathe  her  forrows  to  the  fighing  air. 
'Twas  fhe,   with  whom  no  other  nymph  could  vie. 
For  ruddy  arms,  big  voice,  and  flaring  eye ; 
But  love,  unpitying  as  the  dung-hill  fnake. 
Had  ftung  her  breafc,  and  caus'd  her  heart  to  ake. 
Now  feated  on  a  bank  with  mofs  befpread. 
An  oak  the  rude  fupporter  of  her  head ; 


Her 
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Her  lips  flie  movM  as  new  (kim-cheefes  pale, 
And  thus  in  fighs  began  the  rueful  tale. 

Unlucky  day  !  tho'  dcck'd  with  fun-beams  bright, 
When  firft  glebario  met  my  roving  fight! 
Unlucky  I,   however  bright  the  day, 
To  let  the  fwain  my  virgin  heart  betray. 
But  ah !  alike  my  fates  and  will  confpire 
To  kindle  love,  and  fan  the  fubtle  fire. 

Canfl:  thou,   glebario,   from  thy  love  depart? 
Can  my  fond  looks  be  Grangers  to  thy  heart? 
E'en  wake-day  jfkics,  and  morning's  fiery  hue, 
And  dog-day  thunders  are  more  kind  than  you. 

When  firft  we  met  what  folemn  vows  you  fworc, 
(But  now  your  meetings  and  your  vows  are  o'er  \) 

G  A* 
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As  clofe  we  fat  bencatli  the  new-rick'd  hay, 
When  the  low  Am  had  chac'd  the  fwains  away  ^ 
The  fecret  bottle  from  the  cock  I  drew, 
The  right  of  many  a  throat  referv'd  for  you. 
As  round  my  neck  your  eager  arms  you  laid, 
And  founding  kiffes  each  large  draught  repaid, 
You  fwore,  that  e'er  lactarea  you  would  flight. 
The  fun  fhould  fmk  beneath  the  fhades  of  night ; 
The  new-rick'd  hay  be  feen  to  fmoke  on  high,, 
And  the  ftout  bottle  drain'd  for  ever  dry. 
Then  call'd  a  kifs,   to  witnefs  what  you  fwore,. 
Ah  1  the  dear  witnefs  meets  my  lips  no  more  ! 

When  midnight  fleep,  the  weary  peafant's  glee^ 
Had  bleft  the  beds  of  all  but  you  and  me. 
Oft  have  I,  fearlefs  of  the  ghoftly  dark. 
Sat  on  your  knee  and  watch'd  the  dying  fpark, 


While 
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While  tender  tales  my  virgin  heart  did  move, 

And  crickets  fung  quaint  ditties  to  our  love. 

And  when  foft  flumbers  did  my  eyes  incline, 

Sweet  were  my  dreams,  for  ah !  thofe  dreams  were  thine ! 

The  empty  vifions  told  thy  kifles  o'er, 

And  mimick'd  joys  that  glad  my  heart  no  more. 

What  time  the  dairy  fpoke  my  morning  care, 
My  gentle  fwain,  with  all  his  fmiles  was  there ; 
The  cumbrous  prefs  his  ready  hand  would  ply. 
And  bear  the  whey-tub  to  the  diftant  fly  ; 
But  now,  regardlefs  as  th'  unfeeling  ftone, 
Diftant  he  fits,  and  fups  his  broth  alone  ; 
Fondly  I  meet  him  with  an  eager  figh. 
Wayward  he  looks,  and  turns  away  his  eye. 

When  from  the  kine  I  flroak'd  the  milky  rill, 
My  fwain  was  there,  and  each  in  turn  ftood  dill ; 

G   2  Then 
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Then  not  a  foot  would  gentle  colley  move. 

And  vi'let  liflen'd  to  our  tales  of  love. 

But  now,  affrighted  at  my  woe-worn  eye. 

From  hedge  to  hedge,  from  field  to  field  they  fly ; 

With  tedious  ftep  I  follow  and  deplore 

My  faithlefs  love,  but  ah  I  my  love  no  more. 

Yet,  fay,  how  oft  tho'  fruitlefs  did  I  ftrive. 
To  keep  the  gentle  flame  of  love  alive  ? 
How  oft  deluded  by  love's  fairy- dream,. 
Have  I  enrich'd  thy  mefs  of  broth  with  cream  ; 
Of  every  cheefe  I  Rill  referv'd  a  tafte. 
And  the  moifl:  curds  beneath  the  fkim  difli  plac'd  ; 
Oft  my  fond  heart  did  on  thy  labours  earn, 
And  oft  1  flipt  thee  cyder  in  the  barn; 
Full  fore,  alasl   my  pitying  eyes  it  hurt. 
To  fee  thy  ikin  peep  tliro'  thy  tatter'd  fliiit: 


My 
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My  fkilful  hand  the  ready  piece  apply'd, 

Mine  own  the  cloth,   mine  own  the  thread  befide. 

Why  fliall  I  all   my  gen'rous  deeds  review, 

How  to  the  tale  I  added  one  anew  ; 

How  for  thy  ufe  I  fpar'd  th'  intended  fmock, 

Or  loft  a  cap,  by  making  thee  a  ftock  ? — 

Nor  canft  thou  think  that  we  in  gifts  are  even, 

With  one  poor  ribban  at  the  may-pole  given  ? 

The  knot  I  wore — but  yet,  on  fccond  thought, 

The  tawdry  thing  for  ancilis  was  bought; 

Tho'  no  fuch  rumour  o'er  the  village  flies, 

Yet  fure  and  certain  is  the  fad  furmife. 

But  fay,   will  fhc  thus  with  thy  wants  comply  ? 

Will  the  four  thing  be  fuch  a  fool  as  I  ? 

Will  file  afford  a  warmer  fharc  of  blifs, 

Or  ftand  more  quiet  for  the  coming  kifs  ? 

Then  why  fhould  all  thy  dear-bought  fmiles  be  o'er, 

And  poor  lactarea  be  carefs'd  no  more? — 

But 
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But  who  fo  blythc  in  yonder  mead  appear, 
In  joys  to  blifsful  lovers  ever  dear  ? 
See,  how  they  kifs  beneatli  the  walnut  tree  ! 
Hcav'n — earth — and  feas — 'tis  ancilis  and  he. — 
The  perjur'd  fwain,  and  late  my  fole  delight, — 
Eyes,  do  ye  fee? — heart,  can'ft  thou  bear  the  fight? 
Here  then  1  ceafe  the  lover  to  deplore. 
And  mourn  the  falfe  perfidious  vvrctch  no  more. 

Ye  frogs !  that  croak  around  the  dufky  fliade, 
Hear  the  fad  waiHng  of  an  injur'd  maid! 
Say  fhall  this  heart  be  any  more  beguil'd  ? 
No — the  fad  bier  fhall  bear  me  undefil'd. 
No  flatt'ring  fwain  allure  me  as  before, 
And  beard  of  man  fhall  touch  thefe  lips  no  more. 

Here  ceas'd  the  nymph — tears  fcal'd  the  fixt  decree, 
While  lift'ning  fhadows  fat  on  ev'ry  tree. 

By 


[47   ] 

By  chance  young  clodio  did  the  path  purfue, 
And  faw  her  tears  out  ft  rip  tlie  falHng  dew ; 
With  pity  touch'd  the  tender  fwain  drew  nigh, 
Kifs'd  thofe  wan  lips,  and  wip'd  thofc  eye-lids  dry. 
Then  feiz'd  her  hand  and  o'er  the  meadow  fped  ; 
The  nymph  faft  following  as  the  fhepherd  led. 
Well-pleas'd  another  ancilis  to  be, 
Another  perjur'd  falfe  glebario  he» 


The 
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The  DESPAIRING  MUSICIAN. 

AN     ODE. 

Ut  queat  laxis  refonare  jibris. 

I. 

T  TNABLE  to  defcant  in  tunable  rhyme, 
^^    My  fpirits  unjlrung^  and  my  pulfe  out  of  time ; 
Of  no  crotchet  of  note  my  Jlow  heart  is  pofTeft, 
Each  jollity  paufes,  each  fancy's  at  rejl, 

II. 

Unnatural  fate,  too  difcordant  by  far. 
On  all  my  gay  lejfons  has  doubled  the  bar ; 
Still  p^arply  repeats  it,  denies  me  repofe, 
Aiidijlurs  all  my  meafures,  and  varies  my  woes. 

When 
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III. 

When  I  bid  her  move  Jlow,  then  fhe  jigs  it  away, 
And  bafely  ads  counter  to  all  I  can  fay ; 
While  raging  \  JJjake  with  a  treble  vexation, 
And  A-Mi  is  the  te?tor  of  each  lamentation. 

IV. 

My  ideas  turn'd  grave  dance  in  concert  no  more 
Or  beat  to  thofe  movements  no  time  can  reftore ; 
Yon  cliff  will  I  fcale  that  o'erlooks  the  fat  plain. 
Where  a  ftrong  chord  0[id\\  end  me,  and  with  x.\iQfrJ}  Jlraifi. 


H  DIDO 
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DIDO     to     ^NEAS. 

Tranflated  from  Ovad's  Epiftles. 

^  I  ^HUS  where  meander  laves  the  fedgy  plain, 

"*'      Reclines  the  fwan,  and  tunes  her  dying  drain — 
Not  that  I  fue  thy  ruthlefs  heart  to  bend, 
Or  mention  vows  no  deities  befriend  ; 
But,  furely,  from  my  heart  weak  lines  may  ftray, 
Since  virtue,  fame,  and  honour  lead  the  way. 
Still  fixt  to  wander  from  your  widow'd  love, 
While  the  fame  winds  your  faith  and  fails  remove  ; 
Fixt  to  explore  italia's  diftant  throne, 
A  fabled  kingdom,  In  a  realm  unknown. 
Nor  aJJ  my  offers  can  your  flight  reftrain. 
Since  empire  fues,   and  love  implores  in  vain. 


Say, 


Say,  were  it  Avife  my  finifhcd  walls  to  iTiun, 

And  rove  the  world  for  cities  unbegun  ? 

Yet,   there,  what  ftate  to  ftrangers  will  incline. 

What  paflive  prince  his  legal  throne  refign  ? 

Tho'  fure,  your  tale  might  other  dido's  move, 

To  pity,  foften,  and  beguile  to  love. 

When  fhall  your  walls  the  height  of  carthage  know. 

And  thronging  fubjed:s  crowd  the  ftreets  below  ? 

But  tho'  in  empire,   wealth,   and  arms  you  fhinc, 

When  fliall  you  triumph  o'er  a  love  like  mine  ? 

I  burn,  I  burn,  involv'd  in  fierce  defire, 

Nor  facred  altars  flame  with  brighter  fire. 

Awake,  my  prince  ftill  meets  my  doating  fight, 

Afleep,  he  fills  the  guileful  dream  of  night. 

Yet,  may  that  objed:  quit  my  ideot  foul, 

No  love  can  charm,  no  fenfe  of  pow'r  controul '' 

H  2  No 
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No  vengeance,  as  he  thinks,  my  treacherous  aim, 
I  feek  to  crown  him  with  a  brighter  flame. 
Then,  Cupid,  flrive  thy  fifter  to  redrefs, 
And  to  thy  purple  plains  thy  brother  prefs ; 
Reward  my  pafTion,  or  the  caufe  remove, 
Chill  me  with  hate,  or  warm  him  into  love. 

Deceiv'd,  alas !  the  guile  I  blufli  to  own, 
No  VENUS  fornVd  a  breaft  to  love  unknown; 
Thee,  rocks,  or  oaks,  or  defert  mountains  bore. 
Thee,  favage  monfters  from  their  entrails  tore. 
Or  mad'ning  feas,  where  ilormy  winter  raves, 
And  dares  thy  fleet  t'invade  their  riflng  waves. 
Vain  thought !  fee  where  the  loofen'd  tempeft  flies, 
And  heaves  wild  oceans  into  diftant  fkies ! 
Thofe  gentler  ftorms  your  treach'rous  fails  detain. 
And  grant  the  pity  you  deny  in  vain. 


Too 


isi-r 

Too  rafh  thy  anger,  and  too  wild  thy  hate, 
To  fhun  thefc  arms,  and  rufh  on  certain  fate ; 
Soon  would  the  winds  be  hufli'd,  the  waves  fubfide, 
And  azure  Tritons  fkim  the  peaceful  tide. 
O  may  thy  purpofe  with  the  ftorms  remove, 
And  thy  rough  foul  be  calmly  footh'd  to  love. 

What  ?  can' ft  thou  ftill  the  treach'rous  main  explore, 
And  truft  thofe  waves  fo  deeply  felt  before  ? 
If  when  you  fail  th'  illufive  billows  fleep, 
Yet  broods  deflrudion  on  the  fmootheft  deep ; 
Seas  punifh  thofe  who  facred  faith  betray, 
And  all  their  dangers  broken  vows  repay. 
But  fince  cytherian  waves  fair  venus  bore, 
Sure  injured  love  demands  a  double  fcorc. 

Still,  darling  traytor !   flill  I  fear  thee  loft, 
Wreck'd  on  wild  waves,  on  frantic  oceans  toft ; 

Yet 
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Yet,  live  more  loft  to  me  than  vital  breath, 
Yet  rather  livCj  and  caufe  a  lover's  death. 

Vain  be  the  thought !  but  fhould  thofe  waves  purfue 
Your  guilty  fleet  with  wreck  fo  juftly  due ;, 
What  dire  refledions  in  your  breaft  muft  rife,. 
When  injur'd  dido  flits  before  your  eyes! 
Points  to  the  wounds  her  mangled  bofom  bore, 
And  fliakes  her  trefles  ftiff"  with  clotted  gore ! 
Then  will  you  own  your  guilt,  with  faultering  breath. 
And  judge  each  thunder  deftin'd  for  your  death, 
O  for  propitious  gales  your  flight  delay, 
And,  know,  your  life  demands  a  longer  fl:ay  ; 
Nor  DIDO  only  afks  it,   but  your  fon; 
Ah  wretch !  content  thee  with  the  death  of  one^ 
O  fay,  what  crimes  your  gods  and  fon  retain, 
Why  fnatch'd  from  flames  to  perifli  in  the  main  ?' 


6l9£ 
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But  fnatch'd  not  as  thy  guileful  tale  exprefst, 
No  feeble  fire  thy  impious  fhoulders  prefst ; 
Nor  did  thy  tongue  firft  teach  me  to  complain, 
Nor  I  alone  have  borne  thy  fierce  difdain. 
Inquire  no  more  where  loft  creusa  ftray'd, 
By  GREEKS  o'er  taken,   by  her  lord  betray 'd. 
Her  haplefs  fate  awak'ning  my  diftrefs. 
Adds  to  my  crime,  but  makes  your  guilt  the  lefs. 
Sure  the  indignant  gods  avenge  your  crimes, 
Wreckt,  for  fev'n  winters,  in  uncertain  climes. 
I  heard  thy  name — my  friendly  ports  were  thine ; 
I  faw  thee — and  my  crown  nor  heart  were  mine. 
Here  had  I  ftopt,   here  quencht  my  riimg  fliame. 
Still  had  my  bed  lain  fpotlefs  as  my   fame. 
Curfl:  be  the  {how'ry  day,   by  fates  defign'd. 
That  to  the  cave  our  guilty  fteps  inclined  I 
No  Dryads,   as  I  thought,   with  pious  breath 
Hail'd  our  embrace,   but  P'uries  tongu'd  by  Death. 


Come, 
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Come,  Injured  cliaftlty,  my  guilt  purfue, 
Give  to  my  lord  his  vidtim  juftly  duCr 

Deckt,  in  my  {Lrlne,  with  beauties  like  his  own, 
There  ftands  my  lord,  and  feems  to  breathe  in  ftone. 
His  polifKt  limbs  ambrolial  garlands  grace. 
And  fnowy  fleeces  fhroud  his  comely  face. 
Here,  thrice  I  heard  the  warning  ftatue  fay, 
In  dying  founds,  Eliza,  come  away  f 
Yes,  at  thy  call  I  come,  dear  injur'd  name — 
I  come — but  loaded  with  relu(^ant  fhame. 
O  fpare  my  crime,  on  his  perfidious  head 
May  the  fad  burden  of  my  guilt  be  laid! 
Far-fam'd   for  piety,   and  goddefs-fprung, 
My  fpoufe  I  thought  him,  and  believ'd  his  tongue : 
His  faith  I  credited,  thofe  honeft  views 
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No  mang'led  confcience  rifes  to  accufe^ 


What 
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What  feas  of  former  woe  my  foul  o'erfpreadi 
What  new-born  forrows  mark  me  for  the  dead ! 
The  altar  drank  my  lord's  untimely  blood, 
A  brother  triumph'd  o'er  the  wealthy  flood ; 
Thence,  wmg'd  with  fears,   I  fecretly  withdrew, 
And  from  purfuing  fleets  thro*  dangers  flew. 
Here  fafe  arriv'd,  to  ftrangers  I  complain'd, 
Here  bought  the  ftate  your  perfidy  difdain'd. 
Here  carthage  built,  and  bade  her  bulwarks  rife, 
The  hate  of  kings,  the  terror  of  their  eyes. 
Wars  rage,   I  helplefs  dare  their  rude  alarms. 
Scarce  yet  defended  or  by  gates  or  arms. 
Thy  envied  fate,  now  troops  of  rivals  name 
Each  threat'ning  vengeance  for  his  flighted  flame. 
And  fliall  iarbas  fcize  thofe  haughty  charms, 
You  bafely  fcorning  my  deferted  arms  ? 
My  brother  too,   whofe  fword  in  dark  dcfign, 
Bath'd  in  my  confort's  blood,  will  thirfl:  lor  mine. 

I  O  quit 
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O  quit  the  Gods  thy  impious  hands  pollute^ 
Nor  Gods,  nor  rites  reward  a  tray  tor's  fuit ;, 
Thy  impious  fidlacy  with  pain  they  fee, 
And  blufli  to  owe  their  hapLefs  flight  to  thee. 

Still  greater  ills  my  fault'ring  tongue  reveals ; 
Lo  1  growing  fliame  my  pregnant  womb  cpnceals !! 
That  too  muft  fall  a  vidini  to  your  fcorn, 
O  vile  deftroyer  of  a  babe  unborn ! 
This  young  julus  muft  relign  his  breathy 
And  fink  with,  dido  to  the  fhades  of  death  F: 
But  'tis  a  God  enjoyns  thy  fudden  flight, 
'  O  had  he  kept  thee  from  my  doating  flght ; 
Still  bade  thy  fleet  each  wintry  clime  explore, 
Tofs'd  on  wild  waves,  and  wreckt  from  fliore  to  fliore. 
From  fuch  difaft'rous  fcenes,  fay,  what  your  gain. 
Did  TROY  yet  ftaiid  and  hector  ftill  remain? 


But 
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But  more  than  simois  t veer's  fands  invite, 
On  foreign  lands  to  feaft  your  abjedt  fight ; 
That  happy  fhore  ftill  flies  as  you  purfue, 
Thofe  verdures  fcarce  your  lateft  eyes  fhall  view. 
Then  take  my  dovv'r,   and  all  thy  toils  refign, 
My  ftate,  my  people,  and  my  wealth  are  thine. 
Back  to  acclaiming  tyre  proud  ilion  bring, 
Here  reign  a  happy,  rich,   and  potent  king : 
Here  may  your  prowefs  aim  the  fliafts  of  war, 
And  here  ascanius  mount  tlie  trophy'd  car. 
Here  fcenes  abound  your  heroes  to  employ, 
Here  peace  may  populate,   here  wars  deftroy. 
O  by  fair  venus,   by  your  brothers  bow, 
0  by  the  Gods,  companions  of  your  woe  ; 
(So  may  your  people  fafe  thro'  life  defcend, 
So  may  alike  your  wars,  and  perils  end  ; 
So  your  young  hero  be  with  triumph  blcft, 
And  your  fires  bones  flcep  in  eternal  reft.) 

I  2  Sparc 


[  6o  ] 

Spare  my  fad  empire!  and  my  gifts  approve; 

Ah  I  wretch,  to  think  it  fuch  a  crime  to  love ! 

No  GRECIAN  race  is  mine,  no  fire  I  own, 

That  warr'd  with  troy,  and  bade  her  bulwarks  groan; 

But  yet,  if  fuch  a  fpoufe  excite  your  fhamc, 

Let  me  be  thine^  and  bare  a  bafer  name. 

I  know  on  afric  fhelves  where  danp-ers  lie. 

When  feafons  grant  a  paffage,   when  deny ; 

But  now,   in  all  their  fury,   billows  rave, 

And  fcatter'd  fea- weeds  ride  the  reftlefs  wave. 

O  truH:  your  love  to  point  a  fafer  way, 

Then  fball  you  pafs  it,   tho'  you  fue  to  ftay ! 

Your  harrafs'd  troops  fome  further  reft  defire, 

Your  wave- worn  barks  the  fhip-wrights  aid  require. 

O,  by  my  wifhes  yet  thy  flight  forbear. 

My  nuptial  hopes,   my  heart's  diftrafting  care  \ 

'Till  yet  the  thund'ring  waves  their  rage  compofe,. 

'Till  yet  my  bofom  heaves  with  gentler  throws  1 

If 
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If  not,  this  guft  of  life  fhall  foon  blow  o'er, 
And  your  ftern  hate  indulge  its  reign  no  more. 

Come,  view  my  fall  in  more  than  words  exprefs'd, 
See,  thy  own  fword  ftands  naked  to  my  breaft  I 
O'er  the  keen  blade  diftils  a  briny  flood, 
Firft  wafli'd  by  tears,  and  then  to  bathe  in  blood. 
How  well  thy  prcfent  fuits  my  wretched  fate, 
An  eafy  gift,  an  obfequy  of  ftate. 
Late  bled  my  heart  beneath  the  pap  hi  an  boy, 
But  now  where  love  has  torn,  fhall  death  deftroy  : 
Ann,  fifter  Ann,  too  confcious  of  my  woe, 
O'er  my  fad  urn  thy  pious  gifts  beftow  ; 
Yet,  grave  not  on  my  tomb  sich^eus'  name, 
But  let  this  title  fpeak  the  author's  fhame. 
The  fatal  fword  the  falfe  ^eneas  gave^ 
And  injur  d  dido  made  her  breafi  its  grave. 


An 
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An      EPISTLE 

FROM     AN 

UNFORTUNATE  GENTLEMAN 

T  O    A 

YOUNG       LADY.* 

^nr^HESE,  the  laft  lines  my  trembling  hands  can  write, 

■*■      Thefe  words,  the  laft  my  dying  lips  recite, 
Read,  and  repent  that  your  unkindnefs  gave 
A  wretched  lover  an  untimely  grave! 
Sunk  by  defpair  from  life's  enchanting  view, 
Loft,  ever  loft  to  happinefs  and  you  ! — 
No  more  thefe  eye-lids  fhow'r  inceflant  tears. 
No  more  my  fpirit  finks  with  boding  fears ; 

*  Occafioned  by  a  cataftrophe  wel!  known  in  the  Weft. 

No 
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No  more  your  frowns  my  fuing  paflion  meet, 
No  more  I  fall  fubmiffive  at  your  feet : 
With  fruitlefs  love  this  heart  fhall  ceafe  to  burn, 
Life's  empty  dream  (hall  never-more  return. 
Think  not,   that  lab'ring  to  fubdue  your  hate. 
My  artful  foul  forebodes  a  fancied  fate  j 
For  e'er  yon  fun  defcends  his  weftern  way, 
Cold  fhall  I  lie,  a  lifelefs  lump  of  clay  ! 

Tir'd  of  my  long  encounters  with  difdain, 
Peaceful  my  pulfe,  and   ebbing  from  its  pain ; 
Each  vital  movement  finking  to  decay. 
And  my  fpent  foul  juft  languifhing  away  ; 
E'er  my  laft  breath  yet  hovers  to  depart, 
I  prompt  my  hand  to  pour  out  all  my  heart.. 
The  hand,  oft  rais'd  compaflion  to  implore  ; 
The  heart,  that  burns  with  flighted  fires  no  more  ! 


Rclcntlcfs 
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Relentlefs  nymph!  of  nature's  faireft  frame, 
Unpitying  foul,  and  woman  but  in  name  ; 
Angelic  bloom  the  coldeft  heart  to  win. 
Without,  allurement,  but  difdain  within  ; 
Regard  the  founds  which  feal  my  parting  breath 
E'er  the  vain  murmurs  (hall  be  hufh'd  in  death. 
Let  pity  view  what  love  dildain'd  to  fave, 
And  mourn  a  wretch  fent  headlong  to  the  grave. 

Profufe  of  all  an  anxious  lover's  care, 
To  urge  his  fuit,   and  win  the  lift'ning  fair ; 
Try'd  ev'ry  purpofe  to  relieve  my  woe, 
My  foul  chides  not,   for  innocent  I  go  ; 
Save  when  fofc  pity  bids  my  gentler  mind 
Shrink  at  your  fate,  and  drop  a  tear  behind. 

How  oft  and  fruitlefs  have  I  ftrove  to  move 
Unfeeling  beauty  with  the  pangs  of  love ; 


As 
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As  rofe  your  breaft  with  captivating  grace, 
And  heighten'd  charms  flew  blufliing  to  your  face  ; 
Infulting  charms !  that  gave  a  fiercer  wound, 
Fond  as  I  lay,  and  proftrate  on  the  ground. 
Heav'ns !  with  what  fcorn  you  ftrove  my  fuit  to  meet, 
Frown'd  with  your  eyes,  and  fpurn'd  me  with  your  feet ! 
To  bleeding  love  fuch  hard  returns  you  gave. 
As  barb'rous  rocks  that  dafh  the  prefling  wave. 
O  could  your  looks  have  turn'd  my  haplefs  fate. 
And  frown'd  my  fhorrt-liv'd  paflion  into  hate  ; 
Then  had  no  fcatt'ring  breeze  my  forrows  known, 
Nor  vale  refponfive  had  prolong'd  the  moan  ; 
Then  had  thofe  lips  ne'er  learnt  their  woeful  tale, 
Nor  death  yet  cloath'd  them  in  eternal  pale. 

Oft  to  the  woods  in  frantic  rage  I  flew 
To  cool  my  bofom  with  the  falling  dew ; 

K  Oft 
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Oft  in  fad  accents  figh'd  each  prompting  ill> 
And  taught  wild  oaks  to  pity  and  to  feel; 
Till  with  defpair  my  heart  rekindled  burns,, 
And  all  the  anguifh  of  my  foul  returns. 

Then  reftlefs  to  the  fragrant  meads  I  hie,. 
Death  in  my  face,  diftra6lion  in  my  eye  ; 
There  as  reclin'd  along  the  verdant  plain, 
My  grief  renews  her  heart-wrung  ftrains  again,, 
Lo !  pitying  Phoebus  fmks,  with  forrow  pale,. 
And  mournful  night  defcends  upon  the  tale! 

When  tir'd,  at  length,  my  wrongs  no  more  compl'ainj, 
And  fighs  are  ftifled  in  obtufer  pain  ;. 
"When  the  deep  fountains  of  my  eyes  are  fpent,,, 
And  fiercer  anguifh  fmks  to  difcontent; 
Slow  I  return,  and  proftrate  on  my  bed 
Bid  the  foft  pillov/   lull  my  heavy  head., 

But 
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But  oh!  when  downy  fleep  its  court  renews, 
And  fhades  the  foul  with  vifionary  views, 
Illufive  dreams  to  fan  my  flumb'ring  fire. 
And  wake  the  fever  of  intenfe  defire, 
Prefent  your  foftcr  image  to  my  fight, 
All  warm  with  fmiles,  and  glowing  with  delight ; 
Gods !  with  what  blifs  I  view  thy  darling  charms, 
And  flrive  to  clafp  thee  melting  in  my  arms! — 
But  ah !   the  fhade  my  empty  grafp  deceives ; 
And  as  it  flits,  and  my  fond  foul  bereaves, 
The  tranficnt  flumbers  flip  their  airy  chain. 
And  give  me  back  to  all  my  woes  again  : 
There  wrapt  in  floods  of  grief  I  flgh  forlorn, 
The  conftant  Q-rectino-s  of  unwelcome  morn. 
But  fliould  oblivion  reaillime  her  fway, 
And  flumbers  once  more  fl:eal  my  woes  away ; 
When  the  fliort  flights  of  fancy  intervene. 
Your  much-lov'd  image  fills  out  every  fccnc. 

K   2  But 
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But  now  no  more  foft  fmiles  your  face  adorn, 

Lo  !  o'er  each  feature  broods  deflrudive  fcorn. 

Suppliant  in  tears  I  urge  my  fuit  again, 

Sullen  you  ftand,  and  view  me  with  difdain  ; 

Your  ears  exclude  the  ftory  of  my  fmart. 

Your  baleful  eyes  dart  anguifh  to  my  heart. 

I  wake — glad  nature  hails  returning  day, 

And  the  wild  fongfters  chant  their  mattin-lay  ; 

The  fun  in  glory  mounts  the  cryftal  fky, 

And  all  creation  is  in  fmiles  but  I. 

Then,  fmk  in  death,  my  fenfes  ! — for  in  vain 

You  ftrive  to  quench  the  phrenzy  of  your  pain; 

Break,  break,  fond  heart ! — her  hate  thou  can'ft  not  tame, 

Then  take  this  certain  triumph  o'er  thy  ilame. 

'Tis  done  ! — the  dread   of  future  wrongs  is  pail — 

Lo  !  brittle  pafTion  verges  to  its  laft ! 

'Tis  done! — vain  life's  illuGve  fcenes  are  o'er — 

Difdain ful  beauty  fhakes  her  chains  no  more. 

Come, 
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Come,  peaceful  gloom,  expand  thy  downy  breaft, 

And  foothc,  O  foothe  me  to  eternal  reft! 

There  hufh  my  plaints,  and  gently  lull  my  woes, 

Where  one  ftill  ftream  of  dull  oblivion   flows. 

No  lab'ring  breaft  there  heaves  with  torture's  throws, 

No  heart  confumes  her  daily  hoard  of  woes ; 

No  dreams  of  former  pain  the  foul  invade. 

Calmly  fhe  fleeps,  a  fad  unthinking  fhadel 

But  e'er  from  thought  my  ftrug'ling  foul  is  free, 
One  lateft  tear  fhe  dedicates  to  thee. 
She  views  thee  on  the  brink  of  vain  defpair. 
Beat  thy  big  breaft,  and  rend  thy  flowing  hair. 
Feels  tort'ring  love  her  fable  deluge  roll. 
Weigh  down  thy  fenfes,   and  o'erbear  thy  foul. 
In  vain  your  heart  relents,  in  vain  you  weep, 
No  lover  wakes  from  his  eternal  flecp. 

Alas ! 
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Alas !  I  fee  thy  frantic  fplrit  rave, 
And  thy  laft  breath  expiring  on  my  grave. 
Is  this  the  fortune  of  thofe  high-priz'd  charms  ? 
Ah !   fpare  them  for  fome  worthier  lover's  arms. 
And  may  thefe  bodings  ne'er  with  truth  agree, 
May  grief  and  anguifh  be  unknown  to  thee. 
May  bitter  mem'ry  n'er  recount  with  pain, 
That  e'er  you  frown'd,  or  I  admir'd  in  vain. 

No  more — my  fpirit  is  prepar'd  to  fly, 
Supprefs'd  my  voice,  and  ftiffen'd  is  my  eye. 
Death's  fwimming  fhadows  intercept  my  view. 
Vain  world,  and  thou  relentlefs  nymph,  adieu  I 


An 
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An      EPISTLE 

To  Mr.  COOKESLEY,    Surgeon,   Sec. 

Afhburton. 


(miru?n)  medio  dum  labitur  amtie^ 

Flehile  nefcio  quid  queritur  lyra  — — 

Ovid. 


T  TArmonious  COOKESLEY  f  vvlillc  in  pcnfivc  mood 

I  mourn  the  fatal  crufli  of  brittle  wood ; 
Whether  your  needful  hand  rcftore  the  fick, 
Or  o'er  th'  unbroken  Fiddle  crofs  the  Stick ! 
Ah !  let  thy  friendly  fympathy  condole, 
A  ftroke  that  fent  harfli  difcord  to  my  foul ;  ' 

Rude  as  the  blaft  the  northern  tempcft  blows, 
And  unrelenting  as  the  freeaing  ihows. 

Ah 
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Ah  me !  what  peril  muft  the  trav'ler  know, 
Whofe  coat  contains  a  Fiddle  and  a  Bow ! 
Beneath  no  lefs  difafter  fliall  he  groan, 
Than  he  whofe  touch  could  charm  an  heart  of  ftone ; 
Whofe  martyr'd  lyre  upon  the  thracian  fhore, 
Sung  fwan-like  of  the  fatal  ills  it  bore. 

Thrice  bleft  the  clown,  whom  lowlier  joys  infpire 
With  graceful  hand  to  trill  the  hebrew  lyre; 
He  free  from  perils  of  the  frailer  firings, 
What  PAN  and  momus  didate  fafely  Ungs. 
But  when  my  wrongs  call  forth  the  willing  tear. 
What  fon  of  cat-gut  but  fhall  melt  to  hear  ? 
Each  yielding  Bow  fhall  flacken  in  affright, 

» 

And  unform'd  Fiddles  rue  the  fatal  night. 

High  on  yon'  hill,  where  howling  tempefts  blow, 
And  ice  lurks  ambufli'd  in  diffembling  fnow ; 

O'er 
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O'er  the  fmooth  furface  heedlefs  as  I  pafs'd. 
And  felt  no  torture  but  the  fcalping  blaft, 
Sudden  I  flipt — my  treach'rous  feet  gave  way — 
Prone  on  the  batt'ring  ground  my  carcafs  lay. 
There  as  I  wallow'd  on  the  chryftal  plain, 
Crufli'd  was  the  little  hero  of  the  ftrain  I 
One  lafl:  long  note  came  from  the  flack'ning  firings, 
Difcord  rejoic'd,  and  clapp'd  her  footy  wings  ; 
'Till  fick'ning  with  his  wounds  as  fhe  dcfn'd ; 
He  groan'd  one  fad  a-mi,  and  in  a  Clolc  expir'd ! 

What  words  can  paint  the  anguiOi  that  I  bore  I 
By  turns  I  curs'd,   I  pray'd,   1  wept,  I  fworc  ; 
My  earned  fuit  to  fetting  phoebus  made, 
And  crav'd  fwift  vengeance  thro'  the  duHcy  fhade; 
In  juftice  to  the  mangier  of  his  lyre. 
To  dart  one  beam,  and  melt  it  into  mire. 

L  Propt 
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Propt  on  my  hand,  harmonious  now  no  more, 
I  view  the  fragments  fcatter'd  round  my  floor. 
And  while  my  tongue,   by  real  grief  poflefs'd, 
Sues  for  its  tale  a  manflon  in  thy  breaft, 
Apollo  tweaks  my  ear — the  plot  unriddles — 
And  bids  me  grieve  no  more,  for  all  ?na?ikind  are  fiddles. 


A     SONG. 


[7S] 


A        SONG. 

'\7'  E  fcenes  that  engag'd  my  gay  youth, 

Say,   whither  fo  faft  do  yc  fly  ? 
If  the  lefTon  you  told  me  was  truth, 
Ah  !  why  do  ye  fade  from  my  eye  ? 

That  meadow  where  often  I  ftray'd, 

Tliat  bank,   and  yon'  fhadowy  tree, 
Thofe  ftreams,  with  fuch  fondnefs  furvcy'd. 

Have  hid  all  their  fweetnefs  from  me. 

Yon'  hill  that  uprears  his  fmooth  head, 

Where  the  wild-thyme  its  fragrance  bcftows, 

Whofe  verdures  have  rofc  for  my  bed. 

And  whofe  breezes  have  iigh'd  my  repofe, 

L   2  M'hat 


What  tho'  from  his  fummit  fo  high, 

Flock,  cottage,  and  woodland  are  feen  \ 

Yet  no  more  I  with  fondnefs  defcry, 
For  indifference  rifes  between. 

Ah  !   whither,  ye  fweets,  do  ye  fly  ? 

For  fancy  your  abfence  muft  mourn  ; 
Ah !  fay,  will  ye  fade  from  my  eye, 

And  yet  will  ye  never  return? 

That  valley,  whofe  mantle  fo  gay, 

Is  with  primrofe  and  cowflip  o'erfpread  ; 

No  longer  invites  me  to  ftray, 
And  rifle  the  fweets  of  their  bed. 

Not  odious  at  prefent  they  look ; 

I  difcern  that  their  colours  are  bright ;. 
But  their  charms  have  my  fancy  forfooth^ 

And  their  fragrance  forgot  to  delight. 


To 


[77] 
To  my  cooler  attention  how  dear 

The  Toothing  complaint  of  the  dove! 
I  have  left  my  companions  to  hear 

The  wood-linnet  warble  her  love. 

Nor  thefe  can  my  footfteps  retard  ; 

Or  if  round  me  they  careleflly  fly, 
From  mine  eyes  they  attracfl   no  regard. 

And  my  ears  their  foft  warblings  deny. 

Ah  !  fure  'tis  the  bus'nefs  of  life, 

That  bids  thofe  endearments  depart ; 
To  involve  us  in  cares  and  in  ftrife, 

That  eftrangc  and  entangle  the  heart. 

"With  deftiny  all  muft  comply  ; 

Yet  cannot  my  fancy  but  mourn. 
For  the  fcafon  that  fades  from  my  eye, 

And  the  fwects  that  mufl  never  return. 

A     SONNET. 
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A       SONNET. 

T^  OxANA,  with  enraptur'd  eyes, 

And  heart  no  more  my  own,  I  faw  ; 
Her  cheeks  difFus'd  the  brighteft  dyes, 
Her  form  betray'd  no  envious  flaw. 

When  abfent,  with  excefs  I  lov'd  ; 

What  paflions  on  my  bofom  prey'd ! 
How  flow  the  jealous  minutes  mov'd, 

That  kept  me  from  the  heav'nly  maid ! 

But  ah  !   fince  cruel  fortune  gave, 

Her  cheapen'd  graces  to  my  arms, 
Tlie  padded  flays  no  more  cnflave; 

The  painted  cheek  no  longer  charms. 


No 
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No  more  her  face  is  pierlefs  deem'd ; 

No  more  her  flave  I  fuppliant  bow : 
And  tho'  {he  firft  a  goddcfs  feem'd, 

I  fcarcely  ftyle  her  woman  now» 


ARE- 
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REMONSTRANCE. 


Licet  fuperbus  ainbtiles  pecunid 
Fortuna  no/i  ?nutai  genus. 


HOR. 


T  "T  T  H  A.  T '  s  he,  that  in  yon  gilded  coach  elate, 

Lolls  at  his  eafe,  and  fwells  with  empty  ftate? 
Whofe  ruffled  brow,  and  fupercilious  eye, 
Low'rd  with  difdain  to  fee  me  trudging  by  j 
In  homely  weeds,  with  heat  and  labour  faint, 
A  drudge  by  birth,   and  pilgrim  by  reftraint ; 
What's  he  whom  ftation  common  grace  denies, 
Too  fine  for  earth,  too  haughty  for  the  fkies  ? 

Speak 
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Speak,  recolle<£tion,  from  what  goddcfs-dame 
This  great  contradlor  of  his  eye-lids  came. 

Where  yonder  valley,  flufli'd  with  paftures  green, 
Difplays  its  worth,  as  fuing  to  be  feen ; 
Where  lofty  turrets  for  memento's  rife, 
And  boaft  their  infamy  to  blufhing  fkies ; 
There  dwelt  a  clown,  fome  fixty  years  ago, 
An  honeft  wight,   as  churls  and  niggards  go. 
An  humble  villa  then  the  manfion  flood. 
Hid  in  an  old  inhofpitablc  wood  ; 
Beneath  whofe  roof  a  fmall  partition  rofe. 
To  fkrccn  the  cattle's  from  their  lord's  repofe. 
A  furly  maftiff  welcom'd  from  the  door. 
The  fmooth  town-vifitcr,   and  crying  poor. 
Free  to  colledl,   yet  frugal  to  difburfc. 
He  knew  each  virtue  of  a  clofc-mouth'd  purfe ; 

M  At 
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At  fairs  and  markets  vers'd  as  well  as  any. 

To  ftand  three  hours  contending  for  a  penny  j 

Would  pay  his  rates,  and  but  a  little  mumble 

At  the  neceflitous,  and  fvvear  and  grumble ; 

When  fure  to  win,   would  rifk  fome  trifling  bet. 

And,  threaten'd  with  the  law,  difcharge  a  debt. 

His  parifh-church  would  conftantly  frequent^ 

To  dun  his  tenants  in  the  yard,  for  rent ; 

And  often  in  the  porch  by  dint  of  thought, 

Calves,  bullocks,  fheep  and  pigs,  full  cheap  hath  bought^ 

For  well  he  knew,  when  men  were  preach'd  awake. 

Their  confcience  at  the  tend'reft  time  to  take  ; 

Some  other  virtues  had — to  follow  gain 

By  each  fhrew'd  purpofe  of  a  fertile  brain  ; 

To  treat  no  friend  within  his  fober  hall. 

And  fhut  the  door  of  pity  upon  all  j 

His  griping  heart  each  folace  to  deny. 

And  in  his  bargains  thought  it  meet  to  lie. 

Such 
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Such  pious  tenets  form'd  his  faving  creed, 
And  other  faith  was  hercfy  indeed. 

A  pcrfedl  profclyte  his  wife — fhc  knew, 
How  much  the  farthing  as  the  pound  was  due. 
Corn,   butter,   bacon,  eggs  each  coming  day, 
Were  cafli  to  workmen,   to  the  poor  were  pay. 
Great  wit  fhe  had  beyond  each  fage  of  old, 
And  every  moveable  could  turn  to  gold. 
She,   much  unlike  your  modern  wives,   would  fcorn, 
To  keep  within-doors,  fave  at  night  and  morn ; 
Her  ready  hand  could  fow  the  yearly  field, 
Could  reap — could  mow — and  well  the  flail  could  wield ; 
At  morn  the  dairy  was  her  foft  purfuit. 
Then,   to  lade  dung  with  ralph,   and  keep   him  to't ; 
No  coftly  clothes  flie  wore,   no  marks  of  pride. 
No  printed  gown,  or  jnantle  Tyrrhene  dy'd  ; 

M  2  But 
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But  a  firm  jacket  of  her  ovvn-fpun  gray, 
And  leathern  bodice  were  her  trim  array. 
Full  many  a  year  fhe  earn'd  in  fvveat  of  brow, 
Great  wealth,   by  dairy,  dung-cart,   poor,   and  plough; 
While  he  at  market  and  at  fair  would  vend. 
Her  niim'rous  wares,  and  none  to  better  end. 

At  length,   opprefs'd  with   zeal,  too  great  to  tell. 
At  mammon's  flirine  the  greedy  matron  fell !. 
One  harvefl  day,  with  griping  thoughts  o'erbornc„ 
As  from  the  poor  (he  rak'd  the  ftraggled  corn, 
I'hree  weighty  cars  efcap'd — which  when  flie  'fpy'd 
In  want's  pale  hand,  fhe  licken'd — dropt,  and  dy'd  I: 

Her  lofs,  for  future  hoards,  her  good  man  rues, 
And  full  two  thouflmd  lower  funk  his  views  ; 
No  thought  of  paft  acquirements  gave  relief, 
At  laft,  he  fold  her  clothes — and  flopt  his  grief. 


Still 
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Still  fortune  fmird  upon  his  growing  pelf, 
And  to  fourfcore  fhe  lent  him  to  himfclf ; 
Then  the  green  hillock  clofely  wrapt  him  o'er, 
And  to  dirt  gave  him — dirt  (o  lov'd  before. 

His  want  of  ifllie  foon  the  law  repairs, 
Skilful  as  footmen  at  creating  heirs ; 
A  wealthy  brother  of  their  rightful  tribe, 
Produc'd  his  claim — and  feal'd  it  with  a  bribe  ; 
A  potent  bribe,  not  fuch  as  barely  draws, 
A  needy  Juryman  from  obvious  laws  j 
But  fuch  as  in  the  fcnatc  once  inclin'd. 
Old  patriot  turbulo  to  change  his  mind. 

And  now  the  manfion  foars,   of  coAly  {[one ; 
The  hedges  fall,   the  woods  of  ages  grown  ; 
The  fpacious  park  it's  naked  vilage  (hews, 
And  all  arauia  in  the  garden  blows ; 


Walks, 
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Walks,  fountains,  ftatues  from  each  point  are  feen, 
And  heroes,  puppies,  peacocks  fhap'd  in  green. 
But  low  ambition  will  in  grandeur  thrive, 
And  thirll  for  more  an  afBuent  change  furvive. 
Patriot  and  fenator  at  once  he*s  grown. 
To  raife  his  country's  fortune  in  his  own. 
'Gainft  fecret  influence  in  the  houfe  he  roars. 
And  cries  down  penflons  in  the  grofs,   by  fcores. 
He  knows  "  promotion  comes  not  weft  nor  fouth," 
And  gapes  for  northern  duft  to  flop  his  mouth. 
Place,  title,  penfion  now  his  tongue  forfake, 
He  kindly  on  himfelf  thofe  loads  will  take ; 
Will  eafe  his  country  of  each  root  of  eviiy 
And  dare  to  vault,  like  curtius,   to  the  devil. 

So  great  a  favour  by  the  parent  done, 
Enfur'd  the  fame  reward  for  this  his  fon. 


This 
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This  his  great  fon  !  deck'd  vvitli  difhonour's  plumes. 
Who  in  one  infamy   his  life  confumes. 
Who  crowds  his  fliield  with  arms  unknown  to  fame, 
And  copying  others  greatnefs,   boafts  his  fhame — 
Know,  traitor,  that  I  prize,  with  thanks  to  fate, 
Rough  honefty,   before  thy  painted  ftate  ; 
Plain  virtue,  which  fhall  one  day  vice  outfliine, 
And  truth  in  rags,  a  diamond  from  the  mine. 


Ar> 
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An       EPISTLE 

TO     A 

YOUNG         DEACON, 

About  to  take  PRIEST  ORDERS. 

---------------   «^/f  quis 

^uifupra  vulgus  fapkt^  fefacra  vereri 
Agmfcat.i  facere  et  ?nag7ii  quifacra  m'mijlrant. 

UMBRITIUS. 

"1  "\  EAR  CHARLES !  fince  all  thy  efforts  fail, 

•^-^    To  fhuii  the  fcorn'd,  tho'  facred  veil ; 

Since  rigid  parents  will  iniift, 

That  thou  fhalt  be  but  what  they  lift ; 

At   once  thy  prejudice  fubdue, 

And  tell  them  thou  rever'ft  a  pew. 

In 
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In  gayer  life  bid  others  fliine, 
And  look  at  leaft  a  grave  divine. 

"  But  ah  1"  methinks  I  hear  thee  fay, 
"  Religion  is  a  gloomy  way ;" 
That  "  fober  life,  and  conftant  praying, 
**  Are  not  fo  fvveet  as  vicious  (Graying  j'* 
But  this  is  only  a  pretence, 
And  fprings  but  from  thy  want  of  fenfe. 
Thine  is  in  truth  a  dreadful  faying — 
"  Religious  life" — and  "  conftant  praying'*— 
They're  fcarcely  found  in  reverend  lawn ; 
A  lion's  not   fo  fierce  as  drawn. 
But  come,  my  confcientious  lad  ! 
Such  church-yard  thoughts  will  make  thee  mad 
Come  heark  to  me — I'll  give  thee  rules, 
From  moderns-wife,  not  antients-fools ; 

N  Regard 
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Regard  not  what  old  prelates, chatter. 
But  heark  to  mc — I'll  help  the  matter. 

We'll  firfl:   fuppofe  thee  ipfo  fac 
In  prelates   chapel,    dying  black. 
The  liturgy  the  rite   begins, 
'    Praifes  for   bleflings — pray'rs  for  llns. 
Thy  confcicnce  here  I  don't  fufped, 
'Tis   what   thou  ufefl   to  ncgledl; 
And  oft  St.  MARY  haft  thou  fhevvn, 
That  not  to  her  thy  pray'rs  were  knov/n. 
Well,  flick  to  that — but  fliould  the  Don, 
Thy  wholefome  vifage  pitch  upon. 
By  feature- {kill  thy  powers   guefs   on, 
And  bid  thee  go  and  read  the  lefTon,  ■ 
Why,  do   it  with  fuch  trivial  air, 
As  fhews  thou  mind'ft  not  three  words  there. 


This 
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This  will  preferve  from  being  caught 
In  trying  zeal,   and  fearching  thought; 
From  trembhng,  left  an  heart  Co  fcurvy 
For  fuch  high  callings  be  unworthy. 

In  common   cafes   this  will   do, 
In  fuch  thy  common  arts  purfue ; 
But  when   the  Prelate  fhall  cxprcfs 
With   forcivc   tone  and  cmphafis 
The  awful,   folcmn   exhortation — 
Why,   call  to  mind  to.m  brown's  oration. 
And  oh  !   left  fome  revolting  fenfc 
Yield   to   this   weighty   eloquence, 
Summon  each  guard  of  foul  and  face 
And  fteel  tliy   heart   with   want  of  grace. 

When  thy   aflcnt  to  ratify. 
The  prompting  prod:or  ftanding  by 

N    2  Prefcnts 
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Prefcnts  the  bible   to  thy  lip, 

And  prays  God's  help  thy  oath  to  keep, 

Can'ft  not  reflcd: 1  fhrink  to  name 

But  bolder  thought  can  words  outfliame; 
And  on  fuch  fecret  fubjedls  dwell, 
As  vice  would  almoft  blufh   to   tell. 

How  great !    how  facred  is  the  rite, 
Perform'd  in  Heav'ns  all-fearching  fight  \ 
In  which  thou  giv'ft  by  holieft  ties 
Thy  foul  and   body  to  the  fkies ! 
And  pledgefl:  Heaven  that  all  thy   care^ 
Shall  be  Chrift's  harveft  to  prepare  ! 
And  that  to  life's  remoteft  fand, 

Works  walk  with  doArine   hand  in  hand  I ■ 

I  fay  if  raflily  thou  {halt  heed, 
The  vows  that  feal  this  awful  deed^ 

How 
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How  conftantly  can  vice  be  fought, 
And  thy  foul  (hrink  not  at  the  thought ! 

When  now  by  laying  on  of  hand, 
Thy  head  receives  the  great  command  ; 
Be  fure  thy  timely  eyes  fquint  out 
And  rove  the  whited  walls   about; 
The  roof  furvey — nor  pafs  unfpy'd 
Antic  projedling  from   the  fide 
Some  carved    head,   much   like  to   thee 
And  pale  as  vice  fhall  one  day  be. 

Confcience  now  'fpoilcd  of  her  ftings. 
Learn  next  from  whence  preferment  fprings. 
For  clergy,    like  your  men  of  place, 
Arc   oft   cnrich'd   by  want   of  grace. 
A  Prieft — thou  now  can'ft  hold   a  living. 
Whether  from  felling  or  from  giving. 


To 
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To  this  be  all  thy  thouglits  coufin'd, 

And   bid  religion   lag  behind. 

Firfl:  practice  on  fome  neighboring  Tquire, 

Who  has  the  pow'r  to  make  thee  higher ; 

Attend  each  morn  his  kennel- gate, 

Be  ftill   his   early   dupe  and  late, 

And  fliew  thyfclf  in  every   \iew, 

The  greater  mad- man  of  the  two. 

Bid  vice  difplay  her  ampleft  ftores. 

Swear  when  he  fwears — roar  when  he  roars — 

Nay,   when  his  honour  is  in  glee, 

Why,    let  him  whip  thee   up   a  tree  ; 

W^hat  tho'  the  ladies  jeer  and  laugh, 

'Tis  thine  to  make  the  living  fafe. 

If  fport's  not  to  their   worfliip's  mind, 

And  dogs  no  VvOrthicr  pufs  can  find. 

Why  thou  thyfclf  mufl:  take  the  run, 

And  fquat  to  make  his  honour  fun. 


And 
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And  if  an  hound   a  little  keen, 
Should  chance   to  bite  thee  by  the  fliin, 
Poh  !  let  that  be  in  filcnce  pafs'd. 
So  thou  the  biter  art  at  laft. 
What  if  the  huntfman  for  a  fhevv, 
To  fome  lord's  groom  fliould  ufe  thee  fo  ? 
Why,  ply  for  him  thy  awkward  toes ; 
He  has  his  mafter's  ear — who  knows— 
Let  this  be  kept  a  ftanding  rule. 
In  houfe  to  be  an  arrant  fool ; 
At  table  toaft   fome  noted  whore, 
And  fwallow  bumpers  by  the  fcore. 
Then  bellow  out  fome  brothel  fong, 
And  mimic  all  the  parts  along ; 
This  "  fets   the  table  in  a  roar," 
And  draws  forth  many  a  loud  encore. 


But 
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But  fliould  their  honours  fhew  their  fenfe 
At  poor  religion's  ftale  expence, 
Refume  not  thou  the  fuffering  gown, 
But  join  the  laugh,  and  cry  her  down. 
Swear  all  religion  is  a  joke  ; 
That  policy  impos'd   the  yoke ; 
That  —  but  I'll  give  thy  parts  their  due, 
And  fay  no  more — thcu  know'ft  thy  cue. 

rU  now  fuppofe,  that  at  thy  cups, 
So  crown'd  with  ftaggers,  and  hiccups. 
When  blafphemies  and  oaths  are  o*er, 
Thou  mufl  have  kept  it  up  till  four ; 
Now  quite  unfit   to   go  or  ftand. 
Good  JOHN  and   betty  lend  an  hand, 
And  bear  thee  to   thy  fulfome  reft  j 
Till   morning  in  her  rofy  veft, 


Recalls 
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Recalls  thee  to  the  wonted  chace, 
With  toaft  and  brandy — lighted  face. 
Bleft  life!  (all  compliments  apart) 
Full  dear,  full  welcome  to  thy  heart ! 

But  fhould  mifchance  thy  fteps  incline, 
To  where  a  pious  jftrid:  divine, 
Labours  his  much-lov'd  flock  to  feed 
By  life,  by  dodirine,  faith  and  deed ; 
Gives  up  the  world  for  Chrift's  employ. 
And  makes  the  truft  of  fouls  his  joy  ; 
Why  fneer  him  down,  and  take  a  pride 
His  ftale  devotion  to  deride. 
What  tho'  he  be  content  to  move, 
In  the  dull  path  to  Heav'n  above  ; 
Let  him  proceed — 'tis  thine  to  ftray, 
With  joyous  fouls  another  way. 


O  Truft 
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Truft  not  his  Honour's  word  too  long,, 
Nor  barter  livings  for  a  fong. 
And  if  CHARLES  *  *  *  no  vicar  be. 
Before   the   age    of    forty- three,. 
Why,  let  him  trim  his  wither'd  gown. 
And  dupe  it  in  fome  borough  town. 
There  while  his  tongue  can  counterfeit,. 
And  lie  fome  fcoundrel  to- a  feat,, 
He   to  enflave  his  fel£fli  end, 
His  caufe  will  certainly  befriend  j 
And   moft  religioufly  incline. 
To  bribe  him  with  a  gift  divine; 
Now  who  would  be  that  duller  fool,, 
Religion's  dupe !  and  virtue's  tool ! 
A  curate  of  devouter  caft. 
To  pine,  and  die  in  rags  at  laft  ? 
When  thou  of  more  heroic  foul, 
Can'ft  grace  and  poverty  controul  ; 


And 
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And  o'er  thofe  humbler  duties  rife, 
Which  lift  the  chriftian  to  the  ikies. 

A  curate,  from  a  fervile  fenfe, 
May  often  fear  to  give  offence  ; 
But  thou,  inftall'd  in  rev'rend  eale, 
May' ft  ad:  as  floth  and  fatan  pleafe. 
Firft  prove  to  pride  thy  full  alliance. 
And  fet  thy  flock  at  ftrid  defiance. 
So  fcorn'd  and  fcar'd  they  fhall  not  dare 
To  come  and  afk  thy  lordly  care 
How  beft  to  meet  their  awful  doom, 
And  fnatch  their  fouls  from  wrath  to  come. 
Guide,  and  no  guide,  thou  thus  flialt  be 
From  all   dull  interruption  frcej 
Thus  fhall  falvation  touch  them  not, 
Thus  all  thy  office  be  forgot. 

O  2  Plcas'd 
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Pleas'd  thy  church-tenure  ftill  to  rate. 
But  as   fome  temporal  eftatc  ; 
Beftovv'd  thy  pleafure  to  purfue, 
And  adl  as  other  lay-men  do. 

One  thought  thy  purpofe  nicely  fujts; 
Coniider  all  thy  flock  as  brutes ; 
Thyfelf  a  man,  ordain'd  their  guide. 
But  o'er  their  fleeces  to  preflde. 
This  keeps  fraternal  kindnefs  in, 
And  bids  thee  fleece  them  to  the  fkin  ; 
Nor  endlefs  quarrels  fails  to  yield, 
In  tythes — great  mammon's  glorious  field. 

If  on  thy  living  thou  reflde, 
Thy  ample  ftock  of  gifted  pride 
Will  feize  each   prompting  thought  to  bc> 
From  ev'ry  week-day  duty  free. 

Hear 


Hear  not  when  thundering  at  thy  gate. 
The  fick  man  fends,  e'er  lingering  fate 
Call  his  fhock'd  foul  from  pain's  dark,  night. 
And  prays  thy  aid  to  point  its  flight. 
Hear  not,  or  put  to  further  trial. 
Give  him  a  plain  and  blunt   denial. 
This  makes  thy  happinefs  confefs'd. 
For  what's  his  pain,  fo  thou  haft  reft  ? 
Thrice   bleft  !  that  in  thy  flinty  heart, 
Compafllon  claims  no  tender  part. 
That  heart!  unknown  to  fympathizc. 
Deaf  to  meek  pities  fofter  ties. 

When  SUNDAY  comes,  and  claims  from  thee 
The  charge   of  high  Eternity  j 
When  all  thy  flock  to  church  repair, 
And  afk,  at  leaft,  this  common  care ; 

By 
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By  Heav'n  committed  to  thy  truft, 
*Till  the  great  fteward  ftrid:  and  juft, 
Shall  eacli  dim  foul  from  thee  demand. 
And  afk  its  virtues  at  thy  hand  1 
Great  tafk !  but  let  each  means  be  fought 
How  beft  to  ftill  the  crying  thought. 
And,  therefore,  when  thou  flialt  refort, 
To  thy  great  Mailer's  awful  court, 
Bid  grace  and  fandlity  depart. 
And  ftrive  to  think  not  where  thou  art. 
When  at  thy  duty,  ape  the  look. 
Of  fchool-boy,  playing  o'er  his  book. 
Be  all  folemnity  of  fpeech  forgot, 
And  read,  as  tho'  thou  readeft  not. 
Treat  praifes,  leflbns,  pray'rs  and  that. 
Like  nurfes  tales,  or  parrot's  chat ; 
Striving  by  many  a  loll  and  yawn. 
To  bring  on  fleep's  contagious  dawn. 

So 
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So  fliall  each  chriftian  judge  at  heart. 
That  thou  appeared  as  thou  art ; 
And  ev'ry  reprobate  foon  lee, 

How  much  thou  fcorn'ft  hypocrify. 

• 

Be  fure  in  preaching  always  heed, 
The  poft-coach  motto,  ease  and  speed  r 
Run  down  thy  fcrmons  like  an  hare. 
And  that  in  fifteen  minutes  bare. 
But  oh !  on  pain  of  being  known 
A  faithful  prieft,  write  not  thy  own  I 
But  copy   fuch  as  prove  to  be, 
Meer  mifts  of  dark  philofophy. 
Or  dry  and  ufelefs  diflertations 
On  eden's  fpot,  and  babel's  nations; 
If  for  Cain's  race  the  moors  may  pafs. 
And  in  what  tongue  fpake  Balaam's  afs» 

Op 
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Or  critics,  flor'd  with  Greekifli  phrafe 
Who  mangle  texts,  add  and  crafe 
Rcmorfelefs,  as  the  pen  and  knife 

Of  iM D,  forging  death  for  life. 

Or  fliould  a   good   difcourfe   by  chance 
On  thy  glib  tongue  an  hornpipe  dance ; 
Deep  truths  in  vvarmeft  ftyle  expreft, 
Tliy  breath  will  cool  them  like  tlie  reft. 
And  high  falvation  preach  to  men, 
Like  iEsop's  tale  of  cat  and  hen. 

In  all  things  let  thy  floth  appear ; 
Provide  but  fermons  for  a  year. 
Thefe  give  thy  people  o'er  and  o'er. 
Nor  add  one  to  the  well-known  ftore, 
So  gentle  fleep,  with  magic  dew, 
Shall  fhake  her  bough  from  pew  to  pew. 


And 
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And  thou  thyfelf  as  deeply  vers'd 
From  text  and  place  fo  oft  rchears'd 
Quite  down  to  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft, 
As  an  old  racer  at  the  ftarting-poft. 

But  not  at  firft  thy  head  to  tire  ; 
(Tho'  other  rules  thy  charge  require) 
Here  (hall  I  flop — and  beg  thus  far, 
Thou  wilt  receive  thefe  as  they  are. 
This  fhort  inftriidlion  learnt,  fhall  be 
Thy  firft,   thy  Batchelor  s  degree  ; 
And  when  thy  progrefs  fhall  demand, 
A  larger  ledlure  at  my  hand, 
What  my  experience  then  fhall  write, 
Shall  dub  thee  Majlcr  out  of  fight. 


T  \\  E 


THE 


BEATIFIC       VISION, 

An     IRREGULAR     ODE. 


O  pulcher  patrice  vultus^  et  ignei 
Dukes  excubice  poli  ! 

Cur  me  Jlelliferi  luminis  hofpitemy 
Cur  heu  /  cur  ynmium  diu 

Coelo  fcpofitum  cernith  exfulem  ? 

CASIMIR. 


The  following    is  copied    from   one  of    St,  Gerhard's 

Meditations 
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The    BEATIFIC    VISION, 

An     IRREGULAR     ODE. 

I. 

'  I  ^  O  yon'  eternal  plains  of  light. 

To  realms  of  everlafl-ing  day, 
Fain  would  my  foul,  O  Father !  wing  its  flight ; 

Fain  from  dark  earth  would  burfl.  away  ! 
For  here,   fequeftcr'd  in  this  vale  of  tears 
How  flowly  move  my  painful  years  ! 

No  eafe  this  lab'ring   breafl:  muft  know. 

Till  death  my  triumph  fhall   bcflow ; 

And  from  the  grave  to  blifsful  fkics. 
My  rnnfom'd  duft  with  gratitude  fhall  rile. 
For  this  my  foul  with  ardent  hope  pollin. 

Impatient  fighs  for  grateful  reft ; 
To  Heav'ns  high    tow'rs  by   active  faiih  afniies 
Mounts  in  fwift  thoLitz;hr,  and  foars  in  briuhc  ckilrcs. 


[  no] 

II. 

Say,  what  aufpicious  time  on  feftive  wing 

Shall  bear  the  great  momentous  day, 
When  thefe  fond  eyes  fliall  thee,   my  King ! 

In  all  thy  daz'ling  robes  furvey  ? 
Not  with  more  empaflion'd  look, 
The  heated  (lag  defcries  the  limpid  brook, 
Than  for  thy  prcfence  longs  my  foul — by  turns 
Thirfl:  my  parch'd  vatals,  and  my  fpirit  burns  ; 
Thirfl:  for  the  glories  of  thy  throne. 
Burns  for  fcenes  to  Angels  known. 

Where  raptur'd  Seraphs  glow. 
Vifions,  tho'  full,  yet  ftill  compleating, 
Like'chryflal  flrcams  which  ftill  retreating 
Still  from  brimmino;  fountains  flow. 

III. 

Blefl  hour!   when  thefe  infatiate  eyes 
(Illumin'd  with  a  thoufand  dyes) 
Yon'  glitt'ring  domes  furvey  ! 


And 
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And  view  that  awful  face  divine, 
Tiiat  o'er  the  glory-fhadow'd  (hrine 
Beams  forth  refulgent  day. 
When  lliall  I  in  angelic  founds, 
My  Heav'n-tun'd  voice  employ ; 
While  ftrains  that  ebriate  with  joy, 
IncefTant  echo  thro'  Heav'ns  ample  rounds? 

IV. 
Say,  ye  proud,  ye  great,  ye  vain. 
That  fill  up  life's  fantaftic  train 

What  are  her  noblcft  fccncs  to  this  ? 
Rapture  of  joy  !  and  extacy  of  blifs ! 
One  endlefs  ftate !  that  never  tires ! 
One  glorious  life !  that  ne'er  expires ! 

Whofe  living  ftrcams  frelh  tranfport  bring 
Still  bub'ling  from   th'  incclTant  fpring. 
When  fhall  this  foul  to  Heav'ns  high  temple  loar. 
Fall  down,  and  God  in  God  adore  ? 

When 


[ '"  ] 

When  n-iall  that  Sun  with  golden  beams  arife 
O'er  world  of  worlds,  and  form  a  fky  of  fkies  ? 

V. 
R' joice  then/  ranfom'd  offspring  of  the  clay  I 
That  tedious  life  fliall  wear  itfclf  away — 

And  tho'   ai  exile  here  below, 
Thy  foul  muft  yet  indulge  her  flifled  woe; 
The  dear  remembrance  of  her  blifs  above 

Shall  the  remorfelefs  flings  of  rage  remove. 
'Tis  there  fond  hope  finks  like  a  bubble  down  ! 
'Tis  there  pofl'eflion  plants   her  golden  crown  1 
Polleflion !  that  muft  ftill  unchang'd  remain ; 
Still  flretch  from  age,  to  age,  one  bright  eternal  reign ! 


N       I       S. 
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